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COUNTRY  LANDLORDS. 


CHAPTER  L 


u  Human  life  is  everywhere  a  state  in 
which  much  is  to  be  endured,  and  little  to 
be  enjoyed."  This  quotation  is  from  Rasselas, 
and  the  history  of  every  individual  proves 
its  correctness.  To  gloss  over  the  trials 
sustained  by  the  characters  in  the  present 
narrative,  and  tint  them  with  the  couleur  ch 
rose,  would-be  to  paint  an  imperfect  picture, 
to  represent  sunshine  without  shadows — the 
real   would   appear   unreal.     Let   not   the 
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reader  then  be  discouraged  at  the  sombre 
details  narrated  here  ;  let  him  not  think 
the  writer  shows  a  morbid  feeling,  but  pro- 
ceed to  the  closing  scenes  of  a  story  founded 
on  real  life.  The  cloud  possesses  its  silver 
lining  we  are  told,  and  why  not  then  look  for 
the  bright  moments  of  existence,  and  not 
pass  them  over  unobserved  and  unvalued  ? 
they  may  be  fleeting,  but  is  not  all  fleeting 
here  below  ?  Let  us  snatch  enjoyment  while 
we  can  hold  it  fast,  and  set  upon  it  a  high 
price,  the  rarer  it  falls  to  the  individual  lot. 

Six  months  have  passed  away.  In  a 
sumptuous  drawing-room,  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  May  Fair,  Gertrude  is  to  be  seen 
domiciliated  in  her  uncle's  house.  Visitors 
are  calling,  but  she  is  sitting  aloof  in  a 
window  recess ;  a  piece  of  work  is  in  her 
hand,  and  she  is  plying  her  needle  unceas- 
ingly, her  eyes  not  wandering  a  moment 
from  her  task,  while  the  expression  of  her 
countenance  is  unvarying. 

Since  we  last  parted  with  her,  previous 
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to  the  sad,  and  to  her,  terrible  scene  not  to 
be  forgotten,  she  has  apparently  become 
more  delicate  and  fragile  in  person,  and  her 
whole  demeanour  is  changed. 

When  the  visitors  left,  Lady  Strangford, 
with  a  dignified  sweep,  quitted  the  room  to 
take  her  afternoon's  drive.  She  left  Ger- 
trude with  her  eldest  cousin,  Lady  Agnes 
Drummond,  who  had  had  the  misfortune  to 
lose  her  husband  a  short  time  after  their 
marriage,  and  at  her  father's  request  had 
returned  to  live  again  at  home. 

11  Still  working  !  it  is  not  good  for  your 
head,  my  dear  Gertrude ;  do  put  it  away. 
Come  here  and  have  a  chat  with  me,  while 
we  are  left  in  quiet.  We  do  not  often 
enjoy  such  moments,  do  we?" 

"  Not  often,"  repeated  Gertrude,  starting 
up  as  if  in  a  dream,  and  suppressing  a  sigh. 

"  I  was  grieved,  for  your  sake,  to  hear 
Lady  Strangford  speak  so  unfeelingly  this 
morning  of  poor  Yarico.  You  must  not 
mind  her.     She  complains  of  the  negress's 
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temper,  forgetting  what  a  wretched  temper 
she  has  of  her  own.  Henry,  under  the  rose, 
calls  her  a  fury.  I  am  sure  I  have  never 
met  with  her  equal.  She  is  of  a  conten- 
tious disposition,  and  possesses  that  uncer- 
tainty of  character,  under  which  we  can 
never  tell  how  we  shall  be  received  for  one 
hour's  duration  in  the  day.  I  suppose  we 
see  more  of  her  imperfections  than  other 
people.  Could  a  daughter,  devoted  to  her 
own  mother,  ever  love  a  step-mother  ? 
Pray  don't  make  yourself  unhappy  about 
Yarico.', 

"  Poor  Yarico ;  she  is  not  understood. 
At  home  I  never  knew  her  show  ill  will  to 
anyone  in  the  household.  When  on  a 
visit  at  Bleddyn,  there  were  no  complaints 
of  her  conduct.  It  seems  to  me,  my  dear 
Agnes,  that  they  provoke  her,  and  bring  it 
upon  them  selves." 

"  Precisely  what  I  told  Lady  Strangford 
to-day.  I  wish  they  would  let  her  have  a 
room  to  herself  ;  she  would  be  much  more 
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comfortable,  and  there  is  no  reason  why- 
she  should  not.  Lady  Strangford,  however, 
wills  it  otherwise,  and  we  must  succumb, 
or  there  would  be  no  living  in  the  house 
with  her.  Gertrude,  you  must  not  take 
anything  she  says  to  heart ;  she  always  had 
that  disagreeable  snappish  way,  stinging 
everybody  whenever  an  opportunity  offers. 
She  is  jealous  of  you;  on  that  account  she 
makes  you  her  butt.  This  is  unfortunate, 
still  you  must  not  mind  her ;  papa  invari- 
ably tnkes  your  part,  and  as  long  as  that  is 
the  case,  no  real  harm  can  befall  you." 

"  If  she  were  only  kind  to  Yarico,  I 
should  not  care.  When  she  talks  of  sending 
her  away,  it  carries  a  pang  to  my  heart. 
I  don't  know  what  would  become  of  me ; 
we  have  never  been  parted." 

"  Papa  would  interfere  ;  he  would  never 
allow  it,  I  am  quite  sure  of  that,  therefore 
do  not  distress  yourself.  Come  then,  and 
look  cheerful." 

Agnes  held  out  her  hand  to  her  cousin, 


6  COUNTRY   LANDLORDS. 

and  gave  her  a   little   squeeze   of  encou- 
ragement. 

"It  is  hard  to  obey  your  words,  or  meet 
your  smiles,  when  they  shine  upon  a  heart 
that  cannot  respond.  Still,  Agnes,  do  not 
think  me  ungrateful,  I  feel  your  kindness  ; 
I  do  indeed  believe  if  it  had  not  been  for 
your  forbearance  and  attention  during  the 
first  week  I  passed  in  this  house,  I  should  ne- 
ver have  lived  through  it.  You  have  done  all 
this  so  kindly  for  me.  To  make  me  happy 
or  to  reconcile  me  to  my  fate,  is  not  in  your 
power.  Devoured  with  remorse  as  I  am,  it 
is  impossible  I  can  be  happy.  I  go  with 
you  to  the  opera,  to  fetes,  and  drawing- 
rooms,  but  they  are  all  alike  to  me.  The 
excitement  for  the  moment  supports  me,  I 
laugh,  talk,  and  smile.  This  is  but  a  dis- 
guise to  keep  the  world  from  knowing  what 
a  sepulchred  heart  I  carry  about  with  me. 
At  night,  upon  the  pillow,  the  penalty  is 
paid  ;  I  am  awake,  then,  but  in  society  I  am 
in  a  sort  of  somnambulist  state." 
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u  It  is  not  possible  to  understand  another 
person's  feelings.  The  old  saying,  were  we 
in  this  or  that  person's  place,  we  should  act 
differently,  is  absurd.  I  am  not  going  to 
use  it,  but  simply  to  remark,  that  possessing 
the  affection  of  Anarawd  Gwynne,  a  man 
who  appears  to  be  one  among  a  thousand 
in  point  of  character,  and  devoted  to  you 
as  he  is,  his  influence  ought  to  have  greater 
weight.  It  should  subdue  those  feelings, 
and  blunt  the  edge  of  remorse.  Let  us 
hope  in  a  few  months,  you  will  be  more 
reconciled.  Time  will  bring  you  peace  of 
mind  to  add  to  his  deep  devotion  ?" 

"  No,  never,  it  cannot,"  replied  Gertrude 
sharply  ;  and  drawing  up  her  lips,  her  eyes 
kindled.  "  It  has  the  contrary  effect. 
Without  questioning  my  heart,  I  know  there 
is  little  feeling  and  warmth  in  it  now.  Did 
you  not  notice  when  I  parted  with  Anarawd 
for  so  many  months,  how  little  I  was 
moved  ?  I  wondered  at  my  own  coldness 
and  indifference.     It  was  never  so  before, 
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Agnes — never !  I  was  always  inconsolable 
for  days,  when  we  separated.  All  the  time 
he  was  away  from  me,  there  was  scarcely  a 
moment  but  he  was  in  my  thoughts,  and  I 
saw  and  felt  him  in  everything.  It  is  not 
so  now ;  alas,  why  is  it  ?  Shall  I  tell  you, 
Agnes,  without  your  betraying  me  ?  shall 
I  tell  you ;  it  would  be  a  relief  to  give  it 
utterance." 

She  started  up  with  a  hopeless  expression 
of  face,  and  pressed  her  fingers  together, 
till  they  left  the  mark  upon  her  hand,  then 
growing  more  excited,  she  repeated — 

u  Because,  Agnes,  I  can  only  see  that 
marble  face,  frozen,  as  it  were,  into  ice,  and 
hear  those  bitter  tones  still  in  my  ears, 
night  and  day,  which  wrung  my  heart,  and 
wring  it  still — c  Gertrude,  Gertrude,  think 
of  my  forlorn  heart.*  Agnes,  I  must  go  to 
him,  I  cannot  live  here  without  seeing  him. 
I  must  go  to  him  or  he  will  die.  Let  me 
go  to  him  ;  help  me,  oh  help  me." 

She  threw  herself  upon  the  ottoman  and 


COUNTRY   LANDLORDS.  9 

buried  her  face  in  the  cushions,   and  then 
became  as  still  and  motionless  as  death. 

Lady  Agnes  had  seen  her  cousin  in  many 
of  these  fits   of  excitement,    but   she   had 
never  before  expressed  her  present  feelings 
to  her,   never  before   spoken  of  Anarawd 
Gwynne  with  such  cool  indifference.     She 
was  in  consequence  startled,  and  felt  fresh 
anxiety  at  this  unexpected  confession.    She 
stood  for  a  few  minutes  contemplating  Ger- 
trude. Calm  and  impassive  as  Lady  Agnes  was 
by  nature,  she  eould  not  witness  the  suffer- 
ings of  one  so  peculiarly  interesting,  without 
feeling    commiseration.       She    had    often 
succeeded  in  soothing  her  on  former  occa- 
sions,   and  now  knelt  down  by  her  side, 
and  used  her  utmost  endeavours  to  tran- 
quillise   her.       She   promised   her,    if  the 
family  did  not  go  to  Naples  in  the  spring, 
as  was  the  present  intention,  she  would  con- 
sult with  her  brother  Henry,  and  find  some 
means  of  conveying  her  there,   or  learning 
something  of  Captain  Lewis's  movements. 

b  2 
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She  would  perhaps  see  him  before  they  left 
England.  In  private  she  would  speak  to 
her  father,  Lord  Strangford,  and  make  him 
write  and  invite  him  there  at  once.  He 
should  come,  she  was  resolved." 

Gertrude  shook  her  head  impatiently. 
"  No,  no,  he  won't  come  here,  I  must  go  to 
him.  Let  me  go  to  him,  to  Naples,  that 
is  all  I  request,  and  God  will  bless  you 
Agnes,  for  having  befriended  one  who  could 
hardly  be  more  miserable,  if  she  had  com- 
mitted a  capital  crime." 

That  evening  there  was  a  large  party 
given  at  the  house,  and  Gertrude  was 
among  the  pleasure-seeking  crowd.  With- 
out her  knowledge,  she  was  greatly  admired, 
and  to  the  friends  of  the  family  was  an 
object  of  peculiar  interest,  while  she  herself 
was  neither  participating  in  the  amuse- 
ments, nor  taking  the  slightest  interest  in 
anything.  Fond  as  she  was  of  music,  that 
too  had  lost  its  charm ;  but  it  helped 
to  keep  up  the  excitement.     There  were 
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moments  she  drew  comparison  between  her 
Welsh  home  and  the  dazzling  scene  before 
her,  and  felt  how  aimless  and  empty  was 
life  in  this  phase,  nature  shut  out,  and 
art  in  some  sense  abused. 

"  What,  sitting  here  alone  musing,  Ger- 
trude ?"  said  Lord  Strangford,  taking  his 
seat  by  her  side  on  a  sofa,  in  an  ante-room. 
"  Have  you  not  been  dancing  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  And  tired — is  that  it?  you  look  as  if 
you  were.  Young  ladies  from  the  country, 
I  have  frequently  noticed,  cannot  go  through 
the  amount  of  dissipation  in  a  London 
season  that  our  belles  do.  The  reason  is 
they  have  not  been  initiated  from  childhood. 
Here,  heaven  knows,  in  these  days,  how 
early  children  are  brought  into  drawing- 
room  training  and  late  dissipation,  ex- 
tremely injurious  in  every  respect.  I  am 
convinced  it  sends  many  to  an  untimely 
grave,  and  with  many  in  after  years  the 
constitution    is    destroyed.      But   mothers 
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will  not  see  it.  Their  pride  has  to  be 
gratified  at  the  expense  of  their  children's 
health  and  morals.  What  is  your  opinion, 
my  little  country  niece  ?  It  is  great  folly, 
is  it  not  ?" 

"  I  know  little  about  children,  and  how 
they  are  brought  up  in  London ;  but  ac- 
cording to  what  you  state,  I  think,  poor 
little  things,  reason  seems  to  suggest  it 
would  be  much  better  for  them  to  remain 
at  home  with  their  bread  and  milk  suppers, 
and  go  to  sleep,  instead  of  dazzling  their  eyes 
with  light,  and  eating  ices,  and  dancing  in 
hot  rooms.  It  must  be  injurious,  and  pall 
upon  the  taste  for  enjoyment  when  they 
grow  older. " 

"  A  very  sensible  remark.  I  am  sorry 
to  say  there  are  many  such  absurdities  of 
the  present  day,  which  are  too  glaring  for 
any  man  not  to  feel  disgust  at." 

"It  should  not  be  thus,  when  so  much 
is  said  and  done  about  education,  uncle,  in 
this  age  of  improvement." 
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"  Ah,  yes,  we  are  striving  after  improve- 
ments ;  but  we  often  fall  back,  as  we  spring 
forward,  into  grosser  errors  than  our  former 
ones.  Just  as  in  the  case  before  us,  with 
these  benighted  mothers,  who  continually 
fly  in  the  face  of  all  consequences,  by  taking 
their  children  out  of  their  nurseries,  and 
plunging  them  into  dissipation,  merely  that 
they  may  vie  with  other  children  in  similar 
display.  I  am  afraid  as  long  as  there  are 
foolish  mothers  and  pretty  children  in  the 
world  this  evil  will  rather  increase  than 
diminish." 

It  was  with  a  great  effort  Gertrude  en- 
tered into  this  conversation.  She  was  not 
sorry  when  a  few  minutes  afterwards  a 
gentleman  crossed  the  room,  and  claimed 
her  uncle's  attention.  There  was  a  haugh- 
tiness and  formality  in  Lord  Strangford's 
address,  not  congenial  to  others.  Although 
there  was  no  lack  of  ease  of  manner,  and 
quite  sufficient  courteousness  to  please 
Gertrude,  there   was   still   enough    of   the 
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statesman  about  him  to  demand  extra 
attention  and  respect,  without  exacting 
attachment.  Kind  and  attentive  as  he  was 
to  her,  Gertrude  could  never  get  beyond  a 
certain  point  of  regard  :  he  was  unbending, 
gentleman -like,  with  a  handsome  face,  but 
with  no  variation  in  his  features,  for  he  was 
by  nature  cold  in  temperament.  Gertrude, 
who  from  her  childhood  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  so  much  warmth  and  uncon- 
straint,  felt  and  noticed  it  the  more.  He 
had  not  treated  Captain  Lewis  well ;  and 
though  he  was  ready  to  make  amends,  and 
to  acknowledge  he  had  been  biased  by  Lord 
Morlif  and  Mr  Gwynne,  his  niece  could  not 
altogether  forget  what  he  had  written  about 
him  in  his  letters.  Anyone  who  spoke  a 
word  against  him  kindled  her  anger.  In 
secret,  she  hated  Lady  Strangford,  who  was 
always  so  bitter  and  cutting  in  her  remarks 
whenever  his  name  was  mentioned.  But 
the  days  and  the  weeks  must  go  on,  and 
she   would    be   beyond    the   reach   of  her 
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invectives  !  Yet  how  slowly  that  time  would 
pass.  She  would  count  the  hours  and  the 
days  till  she  could  see  Naples. 

Scarcely  had  her  uncle  turned  away,  when 
her  cousin,  Henry,  entered  the  room  by 
another  door,  and  the  moment  he  caught 
sight  of  his  cousin,  he  hurried  towards  her. 

"  Why,  Gertrude,  Agnes  has  been 
looking  for  you;  we  could  not  imagine 
what  had  become  of  you.  What  made  you 
come  here?,, 

"  That  room  is  so  hot ;  it  is  cooler." 

11  Yes,  it  is,  and  not  so  noisy ;  you  feel 
it,  no  doubt,  having  lived  so  long  in  the 
country." 

"  Yes,  I  prefer  being  here/' 

"  But,  Gertrude,  this  will  never  do.  I 
have  been  requested  by  several  friends  to 
introduce  them  to  you.  Do  let  me  take 
you  into  the  other  room." 

"  Oh,  no,  Henry,  indeed  I  cannot  dance 
any  more  to-night — pray  don't  ask  me." 
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"  This  is  absurd,  Gertrude ;  it  is  yet 
early." 

"  That  does  not  matter.  Why  do  they 
want  to  dance  with  me  ?  I  am  no  com- 
panion for  anyone." 

"  Yes,  Gertrude,  you  are  more  com- 
panionable than  half  the  young  ladies  in 
the  room.  What  a  pearl  you  look  to-night. 
I  have  often  heard  of  a  valley  in  Wales 
famous  for  its  pearls ;  but,  with  all  my 
imaginings,  I  never  dreamed  I  should  find 
one  in  a  cousin  out  of  Wales,  whose  '  price 
is  above  rubies.'  Anarawd  Gwynne  may 
well  be  devoted  to  you — it  would  be  a 
marvel  if  he  were  not.  I  can  only  pro- 
nounce him  a  most  fortunate  man,  and  I 
envy  him." 

"  Don't  Henry ;  1  beg  of  you  not  to  say 
another  word."  She  turned  her  head 
away. 

"  Not  another  word  !  Why,  Gertrude, 
you  really  look  displeased.     You  know  it  is 
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only  my  way,  and  cousins  are  privileged. 
You  must  not  be  offended  at  anything  I 
say.  Come,  my  little  Europa,  let  us  go 
and  have  a  waltz :  it  will  whirl  all  the 
nonsense  out  of  our  heads.  And  after 
that,  you  will  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to 
my  one  friend  in  particular.  You  must 
dance  with  him." 

"  I  cannot,  indeed,  Henry :  do  go  and 
leave  me." 

He  surveyed  her  for  a  moment;  and 
catching  sight  of  some  forbidden  tears,  he 
sat  down  again. 

"  No,  I  am  not  going  to  leave  you  now. 
Have  you  a  headache  ?  I  am  afraid  you 
are  not  well  to-night.  What  can  I  get 
you?  I  hope  Lady  Strangford  has  not 
been  annoying  you  this  evening,  nor  my 
sister  Maria.  I  am  afraid  those  two,  from 
the  little  I  have  seen,  lead  you  a  pretty 
life.  I  call  it  most  shameful  conduct,  to 
bring  you  here,  and  then  make  you  miser- 
able !     But  it  shall  last  no  longer.     I  will 
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speak  to   Lady   Strangford,    and  make    a 
regular  disturbance  I." 

"  No,  Henry,  pray  do  not  say  a  word — 
leave  things  as  they  are ;  only  I  don't  mind 
telling  you  how  I  dislike  her.  As  to  being 
happy  that's  another  thing — we  won't  speak 
of  that." 

"  You  are  not  singular  in  having  aversion 
to  her.  Could  anyone  love  her  ?  That  is 
the  question.  She  drew  a  mask  over  my 
father's  face,  and  inveigled  him  into  mar- 
riage. I  don't  believe  he  cares  more  for 
her  than  he  does  for  his  valet,  or  so  much, 
were  the  truth  known.  You  can  form  no 
idea  what  a  different  man  my  father  was 
once  to  what  he  is  now.  There  can  hardly 
be  a  greater  curse  to  a  man  than  to  have  a 
bad  wife.  If  I  possessed  such  a  wife  as  my 
Lady  Strangford,  one  with  her  voice  alone, 
I  should  go  mad,  or  shoot  myself.  Before  I 
get  entangled  in  Hymen's  bands,  you  shall 
see,  Gertrude,  how  cautious  I  shall  be — a 
second   f  Ccelebs  in  search  of  a  wife.'      But 
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I  do  not  promise  to  be  such  a  Coelebs  as 
good  old  Mrs.  Hannah  More  introduced 
into  the  world :  Heaven  defend  me  from 
him,  or  anyone  like  him  !  I  have  no  desire 
to  be  a  hero  if  all  heroes  were  like  hers. 
You  would  not  admire  me  were  I  one, 
would  you,  Gertrude  ?" 

"  No,  I  think  not." 

"  How  melancholy  you  are  ;  I  can't  bring 
a  smile  into  your  face.  You  lead  a  sad  life 
here ;  I  am  afraid  one  not  to  your  taste. 
Unaccustomed  to  such  gay  society,  you  must 
feel  it  a  great  change  ;  and  having  been  so 
little  in  company  with  those  of  your  own  sex, 
what  an  unfavourable  opinion  you  must  have 
in  coming  in  contact  with  two  such  women 
as  my  amiable  sister  Maria,  and  Lady 
Strangford.  It  will  be  a  happy  day,  I  am 
sure,  when  Anarawd  Gwynne  comes  to  carry 
you  away  as  his  bride.  You  find  it  dull,  do 
you  not?" 

"  Yes,  Henry,  when  Agnes  is  away — 
miserably    dull.     It   is   wearisome   to   hear 
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nothing  but  trifles  discussed,  morning  after 
morning,  and  opinions  given  and  withdrawn 
thirty  times,  perhaps  all  about  one  particular 
shade  or  colour  of  a  bonnet,  the  stripes  of 
a  dress,  or  the  shape  of  a  mantle.  It  tries 
my  patience.  I  have  not  been  accustomed 
to  waste  my  hours  in  that  way  ;  I  have  been 
taught  to  make  dress  a  secondary  considera- 
tion. Leaving  it  in  the  hands  of  a  good 
milliner,  one  requires  only  a  certain  amount 
of  taste  and  decision.  I  am  frequently 
obliged  to  get  up  and  leave  the  room." 

"  I  am  not  surprised." 

"  But  dear  Agnes  is  different  from  the 
rest.  I  carje  much  about  her,  and  feel  for 
her  deep  respect." 

"  Oh  yes,  Agnes  is  a  most  excellent  soul. 
She  always  was,  only  I  am  afraid  those  pet 
parsons  are  making  too  great  a  tool  of  her. 
One  feels  so  little  confidence  in  the  clergy 
in  these  days ;  there  are  so  many  turncoats 
among  them.  Staunch  Protestants  as  they 
may  appear  one  year,  they  pop  over  to  Rome 


COUNTRY   LANDLORDS.  21 

the  next,  and  take  in  their  train  half  a  dozen 
young  ladies  out  of  their  districts.  This 
love  for  looking  after  the  poor,  and  devoting 
her  time  to  the  benefit  of  others,  is  Agnes's 
weak  or  strong  point,  just  as  you  feel  dis- 
posed to  call  it.  You  could  not  have  been  here 
these  six  months  without  discovering  that  to 
be  the  case.  But  she  is  a  good  creature, 
an  exemplary  daughter,  and  kind  sister : 
without  her  home  would  be  insupportable. 
Pray  make  a  friend  of  her,  and  let  her  fight 
your  battles  for  you." 

He  paused,  then  continued  : 

"  Gertrude,  I  am  distressed  about  you. 
I  met  Rupert  Morlif  the  other  day,  and  he 
said  he  had  seen  you  riding  with  my  father 
in  Hyde  Park,  and,  positively,  did  not 
recognise  you  to  be  the  same  person  he  had 
met  in  Wales,  you  were  so  altered.  What 
is  to  be  done  to  cure  this  melancholy  ?  It 
is  very  bad  for  you  to  go  on  fretting  in  this 
way.  You  must  try  and  be  more  cheerful. 
I  prohibit  your  sitting  here  moping  alone. 
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You  say  you  have  no  headache  ;  oblige  me  by 
coming  for  a  few  turns.  Listen  to  that 
charming  waltz  ;  it  will  cheer  and  put  you 
in  better  spirits. " 

"  Very  well,  Henry,"  said  Gertrude,  start- 
ing up  suddenly.  u  It  is  all  the  same  thing, 
sitting  or  dancing,  or  going  to  bed.  I  cannot 
get  rid  of  it  any  way,  how  can  I  ?" 

"  Get  rid  of  what?" 

"  Of  what  I  told  you  before,  Henry ;  that 
to  which  you  are  a  stranger — the  heart's 
sickness." 

"  Does  not  Agnes  lecture  you  when  you 
speak  in  this  wild,  hopeless  manner  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes." 

"  And  you  reap  no  benefit  from  it  ?" 

"  No,  I  am  afraid  not,  only  sometimes  it 
quiets  me.  It  is  folly  to  cheat  oneself.  I 
know  I  am  degenerating.  I  know  it  is 
wrong  and  senseless  thus  to  give  way  to  my 
feelings,  yet  I  can't  help  it.  Now,  Henry, 
it  seems  when  you  are  not  in  a  hurry  I  am 
impatient.     Let  us  go." 
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She  paused,  and  continued  : 

u  I  wish  I  were  in  Wales  instead  of  here. 
I  dislike  everything  here — not  you,  Henry, 
for  I  am  sure  I  have  received  nothing  but 
kindness  from  you ;  but  I  wish  at  this  moment 
I  were  among  the  mountains,  where  there 
would  be  the  sheep  only  to  look  at  me, 
instead  of  this  mass  of  human  faces.  It  is 
horrible,  is  it  not  ?  yet  I  must  support  it/' 

She  covered  her  eyes  with  her  hand. 

"  I  doubt,  Gertrude,  whether  you  would 
be  happier  there  than  you  are  here,  as  long 
as  you  have  this  heart* s-sickness  which  you 
talk  of." 

"  No,  no,  I  should  not  be  happier  there ; 
I  did  not  say  so.  I  mean  it  would  be  more 
supportable,  that's  all.  But  now  for  the 
waltz ;  you  shall  enjoy  it,  if  I  cannot." 

When  they  had  taken  two  or  three  rounds, 
Henry  stopped  and  drew  in  with  Gertrude 
on  his  arm.  Maria  Fitzhammon  was  stand- 
ing opposite. 

w  There  is  my  sister,  whose  ruling  passion 
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is  dress  and  display,"  said  Henry,  looking 
across  the  room.  "  Very  magnificently 
attired,  is  she  not  ?  but  I  don't  see  that  it 
hides  or  softens  her  features,  or  brings  a 
pleasant  expression.  There  is  a  dissatisfied 
look  with  all.  Your  dress,  Gertrude,  pleases 
me  a  hundred  times  more,  without  having 
bestowed  any  concern  upon  it  or  studied  the 
art  that  seems  to  be  the  chief  occupation  of 
ladies  in  the  present  day." 

"  Art  is  violated  here,  according  to  my 
rural  taste  and  ideas.  One  must  look  upon 
anything  overdrawn  as  a  mere  caricature. 
Ease  and  grace  are  overwhelmed  by  it.  You 
cannot  see  them  if  they  are  there." 

"  There  is  truth  in  what  you  say ;  still, 
Gertrude,  I  confess  I  like  to  see  ladies 
attend  well  to  their  toilet.  Nothing  can  be 
worse  than  neglecting  it." 

"  Oh,  certainly,  there  is  a  sort  of  duty 
attached  to  it,  out  of  respect  to  oneself  and 
those  with  whom  we  associate.  I  quite 
agree  with  you,  it  should  never  be  neglected. 
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But  you  see,  Henry,  everything  is  so  different 
in  London.  I  have  to  acquire  a  taste  before 
I  can  appreciate  anything  which  comes 
directly  under  the  sway  of  fashion.  For  art, 
real  art,  a  thing  of  indisputable  beauty, 
one  has  an  innate  love ;  it  vibrates  upon  the 
mind  in  a  moment.  What  I  mean  are  such 
things,  for  instance,  as  your  Covent-garden 
bouquets  ;  I  don't  admire  them  at  all ;  bind- 
ing up  those  beautiful  flowers  into  a  prim 
uniform  shape,  not  allowing  them  to  look 
graceful  or  natural.  They  might  as  well  be 
made  of  wax.  Two  or  three  elegant  sprays, 
hastily  put  together,  would  have  a  far  better 
effect,  and  be  far  more  pleasing  to  the  eye, 
than  this  with  all  the  labour  bestowed  upon 
it ;  don't  you  think  so,  Henry  ?" 

"  Very  likely,  only  these  ideas  never  enter 
one's  head.  I  should  no  more  think  of 
disputing  about  a  Covent-garden  bouquet 
being  devoid  of  taste,  than  I  should  think 
of  questioning  the  natural  growth  of  a  plant 
or   a  tree.     Why,    my   little   cousin,    those 
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bouquets  are  more  familiar  to  my  eyes   than 
butter-cups  and  daisies." 

Henry  laughed,  put  his  arms  round  her 
waist,  and  once  more  they  were  whirling 
round  the  room. 

From  this  gay  and  giddy  scene,  Gertrude 
found  an  opportunity  to  escape  to  her  own 
chamber.  There  Yarico  was  in  waiting  to 
receive  her. 

" Take  them  all  away;  don't  let  me  see 
a  single  thing  in  the  morning,"  said  she  the 
moment  she  was  unrobed.  "  Yarico,  this  is 
a  strange  sort  of  life  to  lead  day  after  day, 
to  be  always  hearing  new  voices,  and  seeing 
new  faces  dressed  in  smiles,  and  acting  like 
so  many  men  and  women  upon  a  stage,  with 
no  heart,  no  sympathy  in  anything.  But  I 
am  thankful  another  day  is  gone ;  one  day 
more  ¥' 

Yarico's  large  eyes  looked  sad  and 
anxious,  as  she  watched  her  young  mistress 
toss  her  jewels  into  her  jewel-case,  and  sink 
back  into  her  chair,  in  a  vacant,  listless 
state  of  mind  and  body, 
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"  The  sun  does  not  shine  in  London, 
neither  upon  the  face  nor  the  heart,"  said 
Yarico,  in  her  prophetic  way,  while  she  crept 
up  nearer  to  her  mistress.  "  Missus  don't 
look  a  bit  happier  than  when  she  first  came. 
Why  does  dear  missus  stay  in  this  great 
house,  with  all  its  gold  plate,  fine  things, 
and  flocks  of  servants  ?  There's  no  love, 
and  no  joy  in  it  ;  black  passions  among  the 
servants  down  stairs,  and  black  passions  in 
Lady  Strangford's  eyes.  Yarico  see  it  all, 
and  Yarico's;  heart  is  sick  for  her  missus, 
and  can't  sleep.  Massa  would  break  his 
heart,  could  he  see  my  missus  now  as  Yarico 
sees  her  !  Can't  we  cut  all  in  two,  and  go 
back  to  him  ?  massa  would  be  so  glad,  so 
glad !  Oh  yes,  missus  dear,  would  not 
massa  be  glad  ?" 

Gertrude  started.  Then  a  deep  colour 
rushed  into  her  cheeks.  She  waved  her 
hand.  "  Go,  Yarico,  go  to  bed  now,  leave 
me." 

As   the    door   closed,    the   unhappy   girl 
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sprang  up,  then  sank  upon  her  knees,  and 
in  a  voice  which  would  have  touched  any 
kind  spirit,  she  cried — u  I  have  broken  his 
heart  already.  Let  me  go  to  him — let  me 
go  to  him,  or  he  will  die  !" 


CHAPTER  II. 


"  Before  this  day  week  I  expect  to  be  upon 
my  route  to  Constantinople,"  said  Lord 
Strangford,  appearing  at  the  breakfast- 
table,  with  an  official-looking  bundle  of 
papers. 

"What,  Constantinople  !"  They  looked 
up  in  surprise. 

"  Yes,  I  go  officially,  but  I  expect  it  will 
not  make  a  material  difference  in  my  former 
plans.  We  shall  meet  at  Naples.  It  will 
be  the  same  thing." 

"  And  do  you  still  intend  remaining  from 
England  so  long  ?"  inquired  Agnes. 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  I  hope  so  j  I  feel  I  must 
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have  some  cessation  from  head-work ;  my 
health  requires  it.  I  want  a  complete 
change.  If  I  find  Italy  too  relaxing,  I  shall 
go  to  some  of  the  German  watering-places 
and  see  what  benefit  I  can  derive  from 
them." 

"  I  hope  you  do  not  expect  to  have  my 
company,  if  you  go  to  any  of  those  odious 
places  ?"  exclaimed  Lady  Strangford,  com- 
pressing her  thin  lips  till  it  was  scarcely 
possible  to  see  she  had  any.  aTo  be  a 
companion  to  a  man  in  search  of  health  ! 
What  an  enviable  position  !  most  enviable  !" 

"  Mv  dear !" 

«/ 

"  Well,  I  can't  think  how  you  can  propose 
anything  so  unpleasant.  In  winter,  too, 
of  all  things  !  Only  imagine  spending  a 
winter  in  one  of  those  horrid,  dull,  stupid 
hospitals  !  If  you  choose  to  make  a  martyr 
of  yourself,  I  shall  not :  I  shall  return  to 
town,  and  give  my  drawing-rooms  as  usual." 

a  I  should  have  thought,  my  dear,  the 
change  would  have  done  you  as  much  good 
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as  myself.  You  were  complaining  a  little 
the  other  day." 

"  No ;  I  do  not  require  any  such 
change.  I  have  an  aversion  to  your  German 
watering-places.  I  never  was  so  moped  in 
my  life,  as  when  I  was  with  you  before.  I 
had  not  an  hour's  comfort  from  the  time  I 
left  home  till  I  came  back  to  England.  But 
you  forget  all  these  things — you  forget  every- 
thing. I  have  no  objection  to  remain  with 
you  at  Naples,  Rome,  or  Paris;  one  can 
find  amusement  in  those  places  ;  but  if  you 
go  ferreting  into  holes  and  corners  after 
health,  we  separate.     Remember  that !" 

"  Very  well,  my  dear ;  my  daughters  and 
my  poor  little  niece  here,  whom  you  have 
put  into  a  tremble  by  your  warmth,  will  not 
raise  the  same  objection  to  keep  me  company, 
I  dare  say." 

ie  Warmth !  my  lord ;  I  think  I  have 
good  reason  to  be  warm,  when  you  have  so 
little  consideration  for  me.  You  know  my  an- 
tipathy— you  have  known  it  long — to  those 
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sick  resorts.  If  I  were  a  confirmed  invalid, 
they  would  be  the  last  places  I  should  go 
to,  or  to  which  I  should  wish  another  to 
accompany  me." 

This  was  delivered  with  emphasis,  a  loud 
tone,  and  a  flushed  face. 

"My  young  friend  here  has  not  been 
accustomed  to  these  strong  observations ; 
in  such  a  tone  too :  you  have  taken  her 
appetite  away,"  said  Lord  Strangford  in  his 
rigid  manner.  "  I  am  afraid,  my  dear 
Gertrude,  you  find  it  very  stormy  here — 
more  so  than  in  the  country." 

u  It  is  a  pity  you  brought  her  out  of  the 
country,"  interrupted  Lady  Strangford. 
*'  As  to  her  appetite,  she  has  never  had  one 
since  she  came.  She  does  little  else  but 
weep  and  fret  after  that  low-born  deceitful 
man." 

"  Hush,  my  dear  madam  ;  you  are  for- 
getting yourself.' ' 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  am  quite  collected. 
I    can't    say   enough   about    your    niece's 
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conduct.  You  never  see  a  thing  aright. 
She  deserves  censure.  If  I  were  in 
Anarawd  Gwynne's  place,  I  should  be 
extremely  mortified,  jealous,  and  disap- 
pointed. No  doubt  she  glosses  it  over  to 
him.  Young  ladies  in  these  days  have  a 
singular  aptitude  for  such  affairs.  She  will 
have  her  deserts,  or  I  am  much  mistaken. 
This,  perhaps  you  will  say,  is  no  concern  of 
mine.  If  not,  my  lord,  it  certainly  should 
be  yours." 

"Then  leave  it  to  me  ;  for  heaven's  sake 
let  us  have  no  more  words." 

When  Lady  Strangford  was  out  qf 
humour,  there  was  little  hope  of  peace. 
During  the  whole  breakfast-hour,  she  made 
it  unpleasant  to  all,  particularly  to  Ger- 
trude. 

"  T  think,  Gertrude,  you  had  better  come 
with  me  into  the  library ;  I  want  a  little 
help  this  morning,"  said  Lord  Strangfordv 
rising  in  his  formal  way,  and  folding  up  the 
papers  before  him.     Then,  accompanied  by 

c  2 
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his  niece,  he  left  the  room,  looking  as  if  he 
were  glad  to  escape. 

u  There  are  the  pamphlets  and  papers, 
Gertrude,  I  asked  you  to  read.  You  must 
give  me  the  pith  of  them.  Time  is  every- 
thing to  a  political  man  like  myself.  It 
would  be  impossible  for  me  to  wade  through 
the  despatches  and  publications  showered 
upon  my  table  every  morning,  without 
assistance.  Maria  has  not  the  head,  and 
Agnes  has  not  the  time  for  it.  You  will, 
therefore,  I  hope,  continue  to  render  me 
these  little  services." 

"  Take  care  of  her,  papa ;  be  kind  to 
her,"  said  Lady  Agnes,  following  them  out 
of  the  room.  "  I  shall  be  away  all  the  morn- 
ing. Lady  Strangford  is  so  unfeeling  in 
l.er  reflections." 

They  entered  the  library. 

"  There  is  a  chance,  Gertrude,  of  your 
becoming  a  diplomatist.  I  have  greater 
hopes  of  you,  than  I  have  of  my  son.  I 
wish  he  would  adopt  the  course  of  life   cut 
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out  for  him.  I  am  grieved  deeply  he  does 
not  answer  my  expectations.  He  is  too 
fond  of  pleasure,  and  that  is  a  great  draw- 
back to  a  young  man  entering  upon  a 
political  career." 

While  Lord  Strangford  was  filling  up 
letters,  and  arranging  his  papers  upon  the 
table,  he  continued : 

"  Do  not  be  distressed,  Gertrude  ;  Lady 
Strangford,  I  regret  to  say,  has  a  very  bad 
temper,  and  cannot  exist  without  wrangling 
and  irritating  other  people.  To  be  in  an 
irritable  temper  is  the  usual  phase  of  her 
life.  Let  her  say  what  she  pleases  of  you, 
and  use  what  opprobrious  language  she  may 
against  Captain  Lewis,  it  will  have  no 
weight  with  me,  Gertrude ;  I  am  my  own 
counsellor.  I  can  say,  with  truth,  your 
education  does  Captain  Lewis  great  credit. 
1  wish  half  the  young  ladies  in  the  world 
had  as  sound  a  one." 

Gertrude  felt  more  at  home  among  the 
books  and  papers  than  in  visiting  milliners' 
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show-rooms,  shops,  and  bazaars,  with  Lady 
Strangford.     Cold  and  stately  as  her  uncle 
was,   his  words  were  not  so  characterised, 
and   she  began  to  get  over  her  early  pre- 
judices against  him,  and  to  like  him  better. 
He  wras  a  deep-thinking  man,  and  his  con- 
versations,    full    of     talent,    riveted    her 
attention,   and  won  upon  her.     The  hour 
before  dinner  was  to  her  the  most  agreeable 
of  any  in   the  day,  because   at  that  time 
Agnes  and  herself   generally  entered    the 
library,    or    sat   with    him    by    fire-light. 
There  was  that  agreeable  repose  which  was 
absent  in  the  drawing-room  or  in  any  other 
part  of  the  house  where  Lady  Strangford 
was  present. 

Gertrude  was  more  unnerved  than  usual 
this  morning,  and  went  about  her  work  like 
an  automaton,  no  heart  appearing  in  any- 
thing she  did.  The  words  which  had  been 
uttered  about  her  at  breakfast  were  pain- 
fully present  to  her  mind.  She  was  dis- 
tressed, too,  that  her  uncle  was  going  from 
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home.     She  felt  there  was  no    protection 
without  him. 

"  You  have  not  written  this  as  well  as 
usual,"  said  Lord  Strangford,  glancing  his 
eyes  over  a  sheet  of  paper  on  which  she  had 
copied  some  of  his  compositions  ready  for 
the  press. 

"  I  am  sorry.  I  am  afraid  it  will  not  do.u 
"  Oh,  yes,  quite  clear  enough  for  those 
blundering  printers  !  If  you  give  them  a 
clearly-written  or  a  blotted  interlined 
manuscript,  it  is  precisely  the  same  thing ; 
they  are  sure  to  make  blunders  either  in  the 
words  or  the  punctuation.  What  I  meant 
was  that  your  manuscript,  Gertrude,  does 
not  resemble  that  which  you  wrote  before. 
The  characters  of  the  two  are  not  alike. 
Yours  is  generally  a  decided  character. 
What  is  the  matter  ?" 

He  looked  over  his  spectacles  into  Ger- 
trude's face,  and  put  the  paper  down  with 
a  serious  air. 

"  Gertrude,  I  am  sorry  to  find  you  feel 
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your  separation  from  Mr.  Lewis  in  this  way. 
After  all  that  has  been  said,  and  the  pros- 
pect of  your  meeting  shortly,  you  should 
indeed,  my  dear,  be  more  reconciled." 

a  You  all  tell  me  the  same  thing,"  replied 
Gertrude,  shaking  her  head  sorrowfully. 
"  Natures  are  different,  uncle ;  no  one  should 
judge  another.  I  cannot  make  my  heart 
calm  by  saying  it  shall  be  calm ;  I  cannot 
quiet  pain  by  bidding  it  depart,  nor  prevent 
my  temples  beating  by  smoothing  my  pillow. 
I  must  bear  it  till  it  goes  away  of  itself.  I 
wish  I  could  blind  you  all,  and  make  you 
think  I  am  happy  when  I  am  wretched. 
For  charity's  sake  do  not  reproach  me, 
uncle,  or  take  any  notice  of  me,  but 
give  me  employment ;  that  is  the  best 
medicine  for  grief.  Shall  I  copy  these 
manuscripts?  I  will  endeavour,  this  time, 
to  keep  a  steadier  hand." 

As  she  leaned  over  him  to  take  the  manu- 
scripts off  the  table,  she  kissed  him  on  the 
forehead.     It  was  the  first  time  she  had 
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ever  thus  saluted  him.  During  the  time  he 
had  been  speaking  to  her,  his  stern  icy  bear- 
ing relented.  A  more  tender  expression 
came  over  his  features  than  she  had  ever 
seen  before.  After  all,  she  perceived  he  had 
some  kindly  feeling,  some  generous  sym- 
pathy. Thus  struck,  she  could  not  refrain 
from  giving  him  a  kiss  at  a  hazard.  She 
had  no  cause  to  regret  doing  so.  He  was 
evidently  pleased,  and  this  single  salute  had 
the  magic  effect  of  making  him  appear  much 
less  cold  towards  her  ever  afterwards. 
When  he  went  to  Constantinople,  he  felt 
more  regret  at  parting  with  Gertrude  than 
with  any  one  in  his  household.  She  had 
become  a  favourite,  and  he  did  not  mind 
telling  Lady  Strangford  so,  which  only  made 
it  more  disagreeable  for  Gertrude. 

Not  many  days  after  Lord  Strangford 
had  left,  she  was  thrown  into  an  embarrass- 
ing position.  Yarico,  in  a  fit  of  excitement, 
quarrelled  with  Lady  Strangford's  maid,  a 
woman  who  had  been  under  her  ladyship's 
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tuition  from  a  girl,  and  did  not  possess  a 
much  sweeter  temper  than  her  mistress. 
Full  of  complaints,  she  went  immediately  to 
Lady  Strangford,  and  gave  an  exaggerated 
account  of  the  poor  negress's  violence. 

"  Don't  fret  about  it,  Mrs.  Marks  ;  I  shall 
soon  put  a  stop  to  this  unpleasantness," 
said  her  ladyship,  as  she  went  down  stairs, 
cloaked  and  furred  in  the  most  approved 
style.  i(  I  shall  speak  to  Miss  Fitzhammon 
when  I  return ;  I  have  no  time  now.  Go 
back,  Mrs.  Marks ;  it  is  cold  :  don't  fret, 
don't  fret." 

With  two  or  three  servants  in  atten- 
dance, she  got  into  her  carriage  and  drove  off. 
At  the  same  moment,  Lady  Agnes  was 
entering  the  drawing-room,  with  books  and 
papers,  ready  to  start  upon  one  of  her  cha- 
ritable errands. 

"  This  miserable  day  are  you  going  your 
rounds  P1'  said  Gertrude,  looking  first  at  her 
cousin,  and  then  at  the  gloomy  atmosphere. 
u  I  do  not  believe  there   is   a   nobleman's 
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daughter  in  England,  Agnes,  who  would  go 
through  what  you  do  for  the  poor.  It  is 
snowing  fast — must  you  really  go  ?" 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  cannot  put  it  off;  the  snow 
will  not  hurt  me  with  this  warm  cloak.  I 
am  not  going  to  take  my  maid  with  me ;  she 
has  a  bad  cold — I  am  going  alone." 

"  Nothing  seems  to  stop  you  from  your 
duties.  When  you  are  so  good,  Agnes,  one 
cannot  wonder  you  have  such  a  calm,  placid 
face.  What  would  I  give  to  enjoy  one  hour 
of  your  tranquillity  !  I  don't  know  what  it  is 
to  feel  calm — it  is  a  blessing  denied  me." 

"  A  little  patience  will  bring  it  to  you, 
my  dear  Gertrude.  I  have  had  severe  trials, 
and  have  been  supported  through  them  all. 
Do  not  forsake  your  Maker,  and  he  will  not 
forsake  you.  God  can  help  you  when  the 
help  of  man  is  vain  ;  remember  that,  dear 
cousin." 

"  How  happy  it  is  that  you  can  feel  in 
this  peace  I"  replied  Gertrude,  with  a  look 
which  spoke  more  than  her  words. 
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"  Well,  dear  girl,  you  know  I  am  happy 
in  myself  and  my  pursuits.  But,  at  the 
same  time,  I  am  not  without  my  struggles.  T 
have  much  to  bear  from  Lady  Strangford,  and 
from  Maria,  who  takes  no  interest  nor  trouble 
about  anything  but  herself,  and  is  wasting 
her  life  in  what  will  bring  her  no  happiness. 
I  might  make  troubles  of  these  daily  crosses, 
many  would  do  so — but  I  find,  to  keep  the 
mind  at  peace,  it  is  best  to  suffer  them  to 
come  and  go  unheeded.  I  look  beyond — I 
know  all  things  are  passing  away  from  this 
world,  and  that  our  greatest  trials  upon  earth 
will  some  day,  when  we  review  them,  not 
cause  us  a  single  pang.  We  shall  then 
wonder  why  we  grieved  so  deeply.  There, 
my  dear  girl,  there  is  quite  a  homily  for  you. 
Now,  I  must  go.  I  am  sorry  to  leave  you 
alone.  Maria  is  not  up  at  two  o'clock  in 
the  day  !  You  see  something  of  life  here, 
Gertrude  :  study  it,  and  think  of  what  I 
say  :  read  that  little  book  I  gave  you — 
farewell." 
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Lady  Agnes,  with  a  benevolent  look,  hur- 
ried out  of  the  room,  and  closed  the  door. 
Gertrude  took  up  the  piece  of  embroidery 
again,  which  Lady  Strangford  had  given 
her  to  finish,  and  gave  a  low  sigh. 

She  had  not  sat  above  ten  minutes,  when 
a  stealthy  footstep  came  across  the  room, 
and  before  a  word  had  passed  Gertrude's  lips, 
the  negress  was  crouching  at  her  feet.  One 
glance  at  her  restless  eyes,  spoke  that  some- 
thing had  gone  wrong. 

"  Well,  Yarico,  has  anything  happened? 
You  have  ventured  into  forbidden  grounds  ; 
Lady  Strangford  does  not  like  your  coming 
here." 

"  Yarico  no  care  about  dat  woman ! 
Yarico  will  come  when  she  wants  to  come, 
and  look  at  her  dear  missus's  face.  Dat 
woman  has  a  black  heart.  Yarico  hates 
her,  she  would  spit  at  her  and  put  her  foot 
upon  her." 

u  Hush  !  Yarico." 

"  Me   no  care,  de    fire    has   come  into 
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Yarico's  heart,  me  no  care  !  Dat,  dat  woman 
and  her  maid,  talk,  talk,  ebery  day,  bad, 
cruel  words  about  my  missus.  With  their 
black  tongues  dey  try  to  do  her  harm. 
Yarico  must  take  you  away  from  de  house ; 
you  shall  not  stay  here.  Massa  Anarawd 
won't  come,  and  Massa  won't  come — Yarico 
will  take  you  to  him,  she  will." 

"  1  am  afraid,  Yarico,  by  your  manner, 
you  have  been  quarrelling  with  Mrs. 
Marks  ?" 

"  Yes,  Yarico  has  torn  her  cap  off  her 
head  for  saying  bad  words  against  my  dear 
missus,  and  she  will  tear  her  tongue  out  if 
she  speaks  in  dat  way  again." 

"  Oh !  Yarico,  you  should  not  talk  in 
this  way,  nor  do  these  things.  You  will 
get  us  both  into  trouble.  How  repeatedly 
I  have  told  you  not  to  remain  in  the  same 
room  with  Mrs.  Marks !  Why  do  you  forget 
what  I  tell  you  ?  You  ought  to  oblige  me 
by  attending  to  what  I  say." 

Missus  dear,  don't  be  angry  with  Yarico  ; 
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she  can't  hear  all  de  dreadful  words  said  of 
her  dear  missus,  without  de  fire  coming  into 
her  veins  ;  she  can't  stop  her  passion.  Let 
us  go ;  you  are  not  happy,  and  Yarico  is 
not  happy.  Let  us  go  ;  Yarico  can't  breathe 
in  de  house." 

Her  eye  at  that  instant  fell  upon  the 
piece  of  embroidery  which  Gertrude  held 
between  her  fingers. 

"  What  is  dis  ?"  said  she,  taking  hold  of 
it,  "  Yarico  dinks  she  saw  Lady  Strangford 
working  dis  ?" 

"  Take  care  ;  don't  spoil  it,  Yarico  ;  it  is 
Lady  Strangford's.  I  am  finishing  it  for 
her." 

"  My  missus  work  for  dat  woman :  put  her 
needle  in  for  dat  woman  !  She  shan't ;  dat 
shall  not  have  one  stitch  from  dose  little 
white  fingers  ;  no,  she  shan't." 

With  her  eyes  flashing  fire,  she  sprang 
from  the  carpet,  and  seizing  the  work,  held 
it  up  at  the  extreme  point  of  her  fingers, 
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with  a  look  of  triumph,  repeating  in  a  most 
contemptuous  tone — 

"  My  missus  work  for  dat  woman,  dat 
woman  !  no,  she  shan't.  It  may  go,  where 
Yarico  hopes  she  may  go— dere  !" 

Before  Gertrude  could  reach  the  negress's 
side,  the  work  was  singeing  in  the  flames  at 
the  top  of  the  fire,  and  a  loud  laugh  burst 
upon  her  ear. 

"  Well,  Yarico,  you  are  bent  upon  work- 
ing your  own  ruin.  What  will  Lady 
Strangford  say?" 

"  Yarico  no  care.    Yarico  will  tell  her." 

There  was  a  malicious  expression  in  her 
face.  Gertrude  sank  back  into  her  chair 
with  many  forebodings.  What  could  she 
do — what  apology  make  ?  Again  her  eye 
followed  Yarico  as  she  walked  round  the 
centre  of  the  room.  Every  nerve  and 
muscle  in  her  face  and  neck  appeared  to  be 
affected,  and  at  short  intervals  she  laughed. 

"  Yarico,  you  had  better  go  to  your  own 
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room.  Lady  Strangford  will  be  home  shortly, 
and  she  will  be  angry  at  finding  you  in  the 
drawing-room." 

11  Yarico  no  care,  she  will  stay  here." 

"  What,  Yarico,  you  refuse  to  oblige  me  ! 
You  don't  care  if  you  make  me  more  un- 
happy than  1  am  ?" 

This  appeal,  accompanied  by  a  very  sor- 
rowful look,  brought  the  negress  immedi- 
ately to  her  feet. 

i(  No,  no,  it  make  Yarico' s  heart  sick  to 
make  her  missus  unhappy.  Yarico  loves 
her  missus  more  than  Yarico  love  herself. 
Yarico  would  cut  herself  in  pieces  before 
she  would  hurt  her  little  finger,  she  would." 

"  Then  why,  Yarico,  act  in  this  way  ? 
go  now,  before  she  returns." 

"  No,  Yarico  must  stay  to  take  care  of 
her  missus.  Lady  Strangford,  with  her 
wicked  words,  will  do  her  more  harm  and 
make  her  more  unhappy  than  Yarico  can. 
Yarico  will  stay  ;    yes,  Yarico  must  stay." 

The  latter   part   of    the    sentence   was 
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spoken  more  to  herself  than  to  her  inter- 
locutor, and  her  eyes  once  more  increased 
in  fierceness. 

As  a  last  expedient,  Gertrude  put  her 
hand  into  the  negress's  large  palm,  and,  in 
a  coaxing  and  impressive  tone,  said — 

"  Come,  dear  Yarico,  send  the  bad  spirit 
away,  and  let  me  see  you  look  like  yourself 
again.  It  will  be  better  for  us  both.  You 
know  we  shall  not  be  here  long — come  F 

Yarico  looked  up  with  tears  in  her  eyes, 
but  remained  under  the  same  indomitable 
obstinacy.  The  accompanying  shake  of  the 
head,  Gertrude  knew  too  well,  was  a  sure 
indication  she  would  have  her  own  way,  and 
she  accordingly  resigned  herself  to  what- 
ever might  happen. 

She  had  not  to  remain  long  in  suspense. 
While  she  was  sitting  and  pondering  upon 
the  matter,  the  well-known  roll  of  the  car- 
riage-wheels was  heard,  and  in  afew  minutes, 
with  a  grating  sound  against  the  curb-stone, 
the  vehicle  stopped  before  the  door. 
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u  This  is  Lady  Strangford  ;  Yarico,  won't 
you  go  ? — do  P 

Her  mistress's  look  of  entreaty  and  her 
words  were  of  no  avail.  She  remained  sit- 
ting upon  the  carpet  in  gloomy  silence. 

A  sharp,  quick  voice  was  heard  upon 
the  stairs,  inquiring  if  Miss  Fitzhammon 
was  in  the  drawing-room.  The  next  mo- 
ment the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  Lady 
Strangford  came  sweeping  in,  looking  pale 
and  cold,  as  well  as  a  little  red  and  pinched 
about  the  nose.  Almost  instantaneously, 
her  eye  fell  upon  the  negress's  crouching 
form,  and  then  glanced  at  Gertrude  with  a 
look  of  inquiry.  Her  lips  curled  up,  as  she 
said  hastily — 

"  What  does  this  mean  ?  Yarico  here  in 
my  drawing-room?  Freedom  from  Miss 
Fitzhammon  is  enough  to  bear,  without 
insults  from  her  slave.  You  impertineu 
woman,  how  dare  you  sit  there  in  my  pre^ 
sence  ?    Rise,  and  go  this  instant.' ' 

Yarico    did    not    move,    and   Gertrude 

VOL.    III.  d 
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seemed  afraid  to  breathe.  There  was  some- 
thing in  Lady  Strangford's  eyes  really 
feline.  Gertrude,  who  had  not  been  accus- 
tomed to  see  any  one  in  a  phrenzy  of  pas- 
sion, trembled,  and  cowered  under  her 
glance  ;  she  could  not  speak. 

"  Well,  well,"  cried  Lady  Strangford, 
gasping  with  passion,  and  drawing  near 
Gertrude.  "  What  does  this  mean  ?  answer 
me  directly.' ' 

Not  able  to  restrain  her  irritability  any 
longer,  she  seized  Gertrude  by  the  arm, 
and  shook  her  violently.  No  sooner  did 
Yarico  see  the  act,  than  she  sprang  upon 
her  feet  like  a  tiger,  and  held  her  ladyship 
fast  with  both  hands.  For  a  few  seconds 
she  stood  staring  at  her  with  her  great 
moon-like  eyes,  grinding  her  teeth,  and 
then  barked  rather  than  spoke — 

"  You,  you  bad  woman,  how  dare  you 
touch  my  missus?  Do  it  again,  and  de 
African  will  kill  you.  Everybody  in  the 
house  is  afraid  of  my  lady,   but  Yarico  is 
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not.  She  will  tell  her  what  she  knows  to 
be  no  lie :  you,  you  are  de  dark  spirit  in 
de  house  that  takes  away  de  light,  and  de 
joy,  and  make  everybody  unhappy  in  it ; 
and  your  tongue  it  is  dat  poisons  and 
brings  an  evil,  and  a  bad  sound  in  the  air* 
Touch  my  missus  again  with  de  tip  of  your 
fingers,  and  you  shall  see  what  de  blood  in 
de  negress  can  do.  Dere,  look  at  de  fire 
dat  is  de  cinder  of  dat  piece  of  work  you 
gave  my  missus  to  finish.  Yarico  put  it  in 
de  flames,  and  burned  it  up,  so  dat  you 
might  not  have  one  stitch  from  my  missus's 
fingers.  My  missus  work  for  you,  who  say- 
bad  words  behind  her  back  I  No,  you  evil 
spirit,  de  curtain  dat  hides  de  sun  from 
every  one's  face — go,  and  may  de  Great 
Spirit  look  dark  upon  you,  till  you  lie  in  de 
churchyard." 

With  a  sardonic  laugh,  and  a  profound 
look  of  disgust  upon  every  feature^qftAtiftS: 
face,   she  flung  Lady  StraH^for^ftfefin  her 
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to  some  distance,  and  then  stood  bolt  up- 
right, with  her  arms  folded,  and  her  eyes 
moving  from  side  to  side. 

Lady  Strangford  no  sooner  found  herself 
free,  than  she  gave  one  loud  hysterical 
shriek,  and  rushed  to  the  bell,  and  quickly 
the  whole  house  was  in  commotion. 

^Send  for  the  police,"  she  cried,  the 
moment  the  footman  and  her  maid  made 
their  appearance,  "  that  they  may  take  that 
slave  out  of  the  house.  She  shall  not  re- 
main here;  no,  she  shall  not  remain.  Don't 
stand  looking  at  me  like  an  idiot,  Guy,  but 
go  as  I  bid  you  for  the  police.  That  infa- 
mous negress  has  grossly  insulted  me,  and 
out  of  the  house  she  shall  go." 

"  Pray,  Lady  Strangford,  don't  give  her 
up  to  the  police.  Let  her  remain  till  to- 
morrow ;  only  till  to-morrow,  I  implore, 
I  entreat,  I  urge  you." 

"  No,  Gertrude,  don't  come  whining  to 
me.   I  have  been  grossly  insulted ;  she  shall 
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go   at   once.     I   am  not  safe  in    my  own 

house.     The  wretch  !  she  will  poison  me, 

or  stab  me — go  she  shall." 

"  Yes,  my  lady,   Yarico  will  go,  but  not 

without  her  missus.     She  will  take  her  with 

her ;  de  only  real  bit  of  gold  in  de  house  ; 

she  will." 

With   a  lofty,    half-imperious    air,     the 

negress   stalked  slowly  out   of    the  room. 

The  servants  moved  and  let  her  pass,  as  if 

they  were  afraid  of  her. 

An  hour  later  Gertrude  was  in  her  own 

room  in  tears.     Lady  Agnes  had  returned, 

and  was  sitting  with  her. 

"  No,  no,  Gertrude,  she  will  not  be  sent 
away.  Henry  will  be  here  at  dinner,  and 
he  will  make  matters  straight.  You  know 
Lady  Strangford  is  somewhat  afraid  of 
Henry  ;  besides,  you  must  see  she  was  in  a 
fearful  passion,  and  at  those  times  she  never 
regards  what  she  says.  She  repeats  a  thou- 
sand things  which  she  does  not  mean,  and 
never  carries  them  into  execution.     There 
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is  really  nothing  in  it,  after  all.  Do  he 
pacified/7 

"  Agnes,  this  is  a  different  case ;  she  will 
not  forgive  the  insult.  She  will  send 
Yarico  away  by  stealth,  if  not  openly — I 
know  she  will." 

"  No,  dear  Gertrude ;  we  shall  be  on  our 
guard." 

"  I  wish  I  could  think  so." 

At  that  instant,  Lady  Agnes's  maid  came 
to  say  it  was  time  to  dress  for  dinner. 

"  You  will  let  me  remain  here,"  said 
Gertrude ;  my  head  aches  so !  T  cannot 
come  down  and  face  Lady  Strangford." 

u  Yes,  certainly,  dear.  How  hot  your 
head  is  !  After  dinner  I  will  come  and  bathe 
it  for  vou  :  I  have  a  lotion  which  I  know 
will  do  it  good.  Fuller,  you  must  fetch 
Miss  Fitzhammon  some  tea  while  I  am 
away  :  that  will  refresh  you — will  it  not  ?" 

"  Thank  you." 

Kissing  her,  and  begging  her  to  be 
composed,  Lady  Agnes  left  the  room. 
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During  the  time  she  was  absent,  Ger- 
trude sat  in  deep  thought.  Yarico's  appeal 
so  often  repeated — "Let  us  go" — seemed  to 
have  taken  possession  of  her  mind.  The 
words  would  not  have  been  twice  repeated 
without  her  taking  them  into  consideration, 
but  for  Anarawd's  sake.  Her  regard  for 
him  had  prevented  her  from  making  her 
escape  and  proceeding  to  Naples  ;  but  now, 
what  was  Anarawd  to  her  ?  She  placed  her 
hand  before  her  eyes,  and  sighed  forth 
heavily — "  Shut  out — shut  out." 

That  night,  a  short  time  after  Yarico 
had  crept  away  from  her  mistress's  chamber, 
Gertrude  stood  listening  at  the  room-door. 
All  was  still,  and  apparently  all  were  in 
bed.  She  took  up  her  lamp,  and  went  softly 
down  stairs.  Something  stirred;  it  was 
only  fancy.  Stopping  a  moment  in  the  hall, 
she  went  directly  to  the  entrance-door,  and 
examined  minutely  the  bars  and  bolts. 

"  They  are  strong,  heavy,  and  compli- 
cated,"  thought  she;    "yet  still  it  might 


56  COUNTRY   LANDLORDS. 

be  managed.  We  can  but  make  the  attempt; 
yes,  the  attempt  shall  be  made."  She  raised 
the  light,  and  began  again  to  try  to  move 
one  of  the  bars,  when  she  was  startled  by 
the  words — 

"  Gertrude,  what  are  you  doing  ?" 
She  turned,  and  found  her  cousin  Henry 
close  at  her  side. 

"  What  are  you  contemplating  ?  Those 
little  fingers  of  yours  examining  bolts  and 
locks  at  this  time  of  night !  It  looks  sus- 
picious." 

Ci  The  colour  fled  from  Gertrude's  face. 
In  great  agitation,  she  bent  forward,  and 
placed  her  hand  upon  his  arm. 

"  Oh,  cousin  Henry,  you  will  not  betray 
me?" 

Lord  Henry  took  the  lamp  from  her,  and 
putting  her  hand  under  his  arm,  said — 

"  Gertrude,  you  must  come  with  me  into 
the  library.  I  must  give  you  a  long  lecture  ; 
it  won't  do  to  let  affairs  come  to  this  climax. 
What  would  my  father  and  our  family  say, 
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and,  above  all,  Anarawd  Gwynne  ?  Gertrude, 
you  are  allowing  yourself  to  be  carried  away 
by  impulse,  not  reason !  you  are  too  excita- 
ble, too  sensitive.     This  will  never  answer." 

Gertrude  sank  into  the  first  chair  she 
came  to.  She  was  alarmed  at  her  cousin's 
stern  look,  and  could  not  have  supposed  it 
possible,  that  his  gay  thoughtless  face  could 
have  assumed  such  an  aspect. 

a  This  unfortunate  affair  of  Yarico's,  I 
conclude,  has  again  unsettled  you,  and  driven 
you  this  time  to  contenplate  an  escape. 
Confess,  Gertrude,  what  brought  you  down 
to  that  door  ?" 

"To  see  if  there  was  a  possibility  of 
getting  away,  and  going  to  him,  that  I  might 
be  put  out  of  my  misery.  If  I  live  here  any 
longer,  I  shall  go  mad.  Why  did  my  uncle 
take  me  away  from  him  ?  Why  did  he 
compel  him  to  tell  me  he  was  not  my 
father  ?  See  what  he  has  done  by  it :  broken 
his  heart,  and  I  am  losing  my  senses.  I 
must,  I  will  go  to  him ;    none  of  you  shall 

d  2 
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prevent  me.  You  are  all  hard-hearted  to 
keep  me  from  him.  You  have  no  feeling, 
except  the  love  of  torturing  a  poor  miserable 
wretch  like  myself." 

ie  Gertrude,  I  am  astonished  at  you ; 
listen  to  reason/' 

u  Reason  !  don't  speak  to  me  of  reason  ; 
I  don't  require  any  advice;  I  only  want 
permission  or  help  to  go  to  Naples  at  once. 
I  will  go  to  him."  She  struck  her  hands 
impatiently  together,  with  a  menacing  air. 

"  In  three  weeks  or  a  month,  you  know, 
we  are  going :  we  are  only  waiting  foj 
these  drawing-rooms  to  be  over.  Do  have 
patience,  Gertrude.  I  shall  write  to  Anarawd 
Gwynne,  to  see  what  he  can  do  with  you." 

"No,  Henry,  I  won't  haveany  interference. 
You  shall  not  write  to  him." 

"  Well,  Gertrude,  I  can't  understand  you. 
You  puzzle  me,  that  you  have  given  your 
pledge  to  one  man,  and  are  in  this  state  of 
phrenzy  for  another  :  it  is  incomprehen- 
sible.    Captain  Lewis,  we   are  all  ready    to 
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admit,  has  been  a  good  parent  to  you  ;  but 
he  has  shamefully  deceived  you,  and  is  a  man 
of  low  birth.  For  heaven's  sake,  my  dear 
cousin,  think  of  your  own  interest.'* 

"  Don't,  Henry,  say  low ;  there  is  nothing 
low  about  him ;  and  as  to  deceiving  me,  I 
have  deceived  him  more  than  he  deceived 
me  :  he  was  right  in  deceiving  me."  She 
clasped  her  hands  together,  and  placed  them 
over  her  eyes ;  then  sank  back  in  her  chair, 
and  exclaimed,  in  tones  of  deep  pathos,  "  Oh, 
Henry,  think  what  I  have  done  to  him  who 
has  been  my  guardian  angel  from  child- 
hood !  The  thing  he  loved,  the  child  he 
cherished  in  his  bosom — she  rose  up  like  a 
scorpion,  and  stung  him  with  the  tongue 
that  he  had  taught  to  speak — she  suffered 
him  to  depart  homeless  and  broken-hearted, 
and  all  because  she  loved  Anarawd  Gwynne. 
Now,  that  love  is  gone,  I  have  not  a  par- 
ticle of  affection  in  my  heart  for  him.  I  can't 
marry  him  ;  no,  I  never  will  marry  him  !" 

"  Gertrude,    you    are    speaking    without 
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knowing  what  you  say.  You  could  not 
treat  Anarawd  Gwynne  so  shamefully. 
Your  conduct  would  he  unpardonable :  a 
man  who  is  so  wrapped  up  in  you  !" 

"Better  that,  a  thousand  times  better, 
than  being  a  worm  at  his  heart,  gnawing  out 
his  existence.  I  can  be  no  blessing  to  him 
now,  but  a  curse.  There,  Henry,  is  your 
cousin's  heart  laid  bare.  Admire  it,  call  it 
a  bright  gem,  call  me  the  pearl  whose 
worth  is  above  rubies,  worthy  of  being  a 
wife  to  an  upright  and  honourable  man — 
a  wife,  a  wife  !" 

She  bent  her  head  as  if  in  great  pain. 

Lord  Henry  hung  over  her,  and  asked — 

"  Are  you  ill,  Gertrude  ?" 

"  With  all  this  fire  burning  within  me,  I 
am  so  cold — so  cold,  Henry.  Water — give 
me  water !" 


CHAPTER  III. 


From  the  gay  and  fashionable  circles  of  the 
metropolis,  and  its  grave  coteries  enveloped 
in  fog  and  smoke,  we  return  once  more  to 
quiet  Wales.  The  snow  is  melting  off  the 
hills,  and  numberless  streams  are  dashing 
headlong  over  the  rocks,  and  winding  their 
way  through  the  valleys,  in  their  impetuous 
course  The  mosses  are  in  perfection  ;  the 
rich  red,  brown,  and  green  attract  the  eye 
in  every  direction,  and  furnish  the  artist 
with  fresh  hints  for  colouring.  Every  tree 
is  stripped  of  its  foliage,  not  a  stray  leaf  is 
to  be  found  upon  the  well-swept  drive  that 
■eads  up  to  Bleddyn.     The  gardens  have  a 
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prim  look  about  them,  with  their  tall  sticks, 
well  dug  beds,  and  carefully-trimmed  edges. 
The  grounds,  too,  are  neat  and  in  perfect 
order ;  an  unusual  occurrence  at  the  season, 
when  the  Gwynne  family  for  years  have 
never  been  known  to  visit  their  country- 
seat.  A  groom  is  exercising  a  pair  of  fine 
greys  in  a  paddock  behind  the  stables,  and 
a  gamekeeper  has  just  entered  the  yard 
with  two  or  three  dogs. 

"  Is  master  in  the  house  ?"  he  inquired, 
addressing  a  young  woman  who  was  stand- 
ing at  the  dairy-door. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Simms ;  it  was  only  a  moment 
ago  I  heard  Jones  say  that  he  had  just  come 
down  to  breakfast." 

"The  dickens!  why,  it  is  after  twelve 
o'clock.  Master  is  very  different  to  what  he 
used  to  be — is  he  not  ?" 

11  Yes,  indeed  ;  the  butler  is  always  saying 
so  :  the  country  says  so  too." 

This  was  spoken  in  a  confidential  tone, 
and  with  a  little  knowing  shake  of  the  head, 
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explaining,  much  more  than  her  words  did, 
what  she  meant. 

"Well,  I  must  see  master,  anyhow;  I 
have  just  caught  two  of  those  fellows.,, 

"  What  fellows  ?" 

(i  Why,  those  d poachers,  to  be  sure. 

What  are  you  dreaming  of,  to  ask  me  such  a 
question  ? —  blushing,  too,  like  a  damask 
rose.  What  is  it,  girl  ?  are  you  afraid  I 
have  been  catching  your  sweetheart?  I 
can  tell  you  what  —  the  dogs,  they  nearly 
strangled  me,  the  first  time  they  have  ever 
had  a  chance  of  mastering  me.  They  shall 
pinch  for  it,  you  will  see ;  ay,  that  they 
shall.  I'll  stir  up  their  Welsh  blood  for 
them,  before  I  have  finished  them  off." 

"  Indeed,  Mr.  Simms,  you  are  very  cruel 
and  unkind  to  the  poor  fellows  in  this 
country  !  It  is  no  wonder  we  don't  like  you 
English,  making  rows  this  way.  Why  can't 
you  be  civil  ?" 

"  Civil,  indeed !  Good  lors  !  Fancy  a 
gamekeeper    being    civil    to     a    poacher! 
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Bless  your  eyes,  my  good  girl,  you  may  as 
well  ask  a  cat  to  be  civil  to  a  mouse." 

"  I  wish,  then,  in  my  heart  there  were  no 
gamekeepers  in  the  country.  I  don't  like 
people  not  to  be  civil." 

"  Well,  we  won't  quarrel  about  that ;  we 
have  always  been  good  friends,  and  civil 
enough." 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Simms,  I  know  that ;  but  you 
are  not  kind  to  the  people  in  the  country. 
You  go  and  tell  tales  to  master." 

"  I  only  do  what  I  consider  my  duty. 
But  I  will  tell  you  what — should  either  of 
these  fellows  I  have  been  poking  into,  turn 
out  to  be  your  sweetheart,  out  of  gratitude 
for  the  bowls  of  milk  you  give  me  at  the 
tip-top  of  the  morning,  with  those  spiritual 
drops  in  them,  I  will  do  for  him  what  I 
would  not  do  for  another — shake  hands  with 
him,  and  look  over  the  offence  to  myself. 
There,  now, — what  do  you  call  that  but 
civility  ?" 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Simms,  but  I  want  a 
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little  more  than  that :  don't  indeed  be  hard 
upon  these  fellows,  don't  tell  master  any- 
thing about  them.  He  is  more  unkind  to 
them  than  you  are.  He  will  keep  them  in 
gaol  for  six  months." 

"  A  good  thing,  too — just  the  thing  that 
is  wanted  to  make  an  example  to  the  whole 
gang.  Come,  my  pretty  girl,  it  will  not  do 
for  me  to  be  loitering  here,  listening  to  your 
tongue  in  a  matter  like  this.  Run  to  the 
kitchen,  will  you  ?  and  let  Jones  know  I  want 
to  see  my  master." 

Mr.  Gwynne  had  been  at  Bleddyn  more 
than  a  month  j  and  it  was  reported  in  the 
neighbourhood  that  Miss  Morlif  had  jilted 
him,  and  had  married  an  Austrian  count, 
whom  she  had  met  at  Baden-Baden.  To 
hat,  many  attributed  Mr.  Gwynne's  low 
spirits,  and  his  coming  into  Wales.  He 
sept  himself  aloof  from  his  acquaintances, 
and  was  never  present  at  any  of  the  local 
meetings.  He  spent  most  of  his  time  in  the 
house,  indulging  moie  and  more  in  brandy 
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and  sherry,  according  to  his  butler's  state- 
ment, whose  veracity  there  was  no  occasion 
to  doubt. 

On  the  gamekeeper  appearing  in  his 
master's  presence,  Mr.  Gwynne  rose  from 
the  table  and  his  untouched  breakfast. 
With  a  listless  air,  he  sank  into  an  easy- 
chair  near  the  fire. 

"  Well,  Simms,  so  you  have  caught 
some  of  those  rascally  poachers,  I  hear. 
Pack  them  off  to  prison,  and  keep  them 
there  as  long  as  you  can.  That's  the  only 
order  I  have  to  give  you." 

a  I  wish  we  could,  sir.  I  am  afraid  some 
of  the  farmers  will  stand  bail  for  them." 

"  What  farmers  ? — any  on  my  property  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  think  so." 

ec  Give  me  their  names — I  will  soon  put 
a  stop  to  that.  I  will  send  M'Farlane  to 
them.  They  are  a  set  of  the  greatest  fools  in 
this  country  that  ever  existed." 

"  I  can't  be  sure  of  the  names  at  present, 
but  I  will  let  you  know  in  time,  sir.     I  am 
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glad  you  will  take  the  affair  up ;  for  I  am 
sure,  if  you  leave  it  in  the  hands  of  the 
magistrates,  it  will  be  the  same  work  over 
again  :  they  will  get  off  as  they  did  before. 
I  am  sorry  to  tell  you.  sir,  the  poachers 
increase  :  there  is  no  keeping  them  out  of 
the  preserves.  They  carry  off  the  game 
almost  before  one's  eyes.0 

"  Why,  what  a  fool  you  must  be,  not  to 
look  sharper  after  them !  If  you  don't 
choose  to  exert  yourself,  I  must  get  those 
who  will." 

"  Indeed,  sir,  I  do  my  best." 

a  Do  your  best,"  repeated  Mr.  Gwynne, 
in  a  snappish  tone,  "  when  you  say  the 
fellows  carry  away  the  game  before  your 
eyes  !  Why  don't  you  keep  your  guns  to 
shoulder,  and  charge  their  legs,  or  show 
them  your  fists  ?  If  the  magistrates  won't 
punish  them,  take  the  law  into  your  own 
hand  and  do  it  yourself.  A  strapping 
fellow  like  you  ought  to  frighten  the  whole 
herd,  and  keep  them  off  the  ground.     I  am 
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sick  to  death  of  hearing  of  these  poachers, 
and  your  flimsy  excuses  !" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir ;  I — I — " 

Mr.  Gvvynne  shook  his  hand  with  his 
usual  impatience.  "  You  have  said 
enough — I  don't  want  to  hear  another  word. 
Take  the  men  to  prison  ;  that  is  all  you 
have  to  do.  I  will  see  about  the  affair 
myself." 

When  the  gamekeeper  returned  to  the 
kitchen,  he  accosted  the  cook. 

"  Well,  to  be  sure,  you  all  told  me  master 
was  changed.  I  have  not  seen  him  before. 
I  never  saw  a  man  so  altered  in  my  life. 
What  has  he  been  doing  with  himself? 
The  young  lady  has  not  made  all  this 
change,  surely  ?" 

"  Doing  with  himself,  Mr.  Simms  ? 
Why,  drinking  brandy  from  morning  to 
night.  It  is  no  use  my  troubling  myself  to 
dress  a  dinner  now.  It  is  a  farce  to  serve 
up  the  dishes.  I  don't  believe  he  eats  as 
much  as  a  cock-robin.', 
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u  He  is  in  such  a  temper,  too." 

"  He  is  never  in  a  good  one,  Mr.  Simms. 
You  rise  early,  and  come  in  late,  and  know 
nothing  how  things  go  on  in  the  house. 
It  is  true,  he  has  ceased  to  grumble  about 
his  dinners,  because  he  can't  taste  the 
dishes ;  but  he  never  ceases  to  grumble 
about  other  things." 

"  Well,  I  never  saw  a  man  so  altered  in 
my  life  !"  once  more  repeated  the  game- 
keeper, not  able  to  shake  off  the  impression 
his  master's  appearance  had  made  upon 
him.     "  In  so  short  a  time,  too  I" 

"  He  looks  worse,  perhaps,  this  morning. 
He  had  one  of  those  dreadful  fits  last  night, 
frightening  us  all  out  of  our  senses." 

"  What !  he  is  troubled  with  those  again, 
is  he  ?  I  did  observe  his  hand  shook  as  if 
he  had  the  palsy." 

"  Good  gracious  !  yes.  You  don't  know 
the  trouble  we  have  with  him  sometimes ! 
Now  poor  missus  is  gone,  there  is  nobody 
to  check  him.     Jones  and  Williams  do  lead 
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such  a  life  with  him  !  I  pity  the  poor  men, 
— I  do  indeed." 

"  I  thought  Jones  was  going." 

"  He  has  given  warning.  He  can't 
support  it  any  longer,  he  says." 

"  If  this  is  the  state  of  affairs,  master,  you 
will  see,  will  be  popping  off  the  perch  some 
of  these  days." 

"  I  think  so,  Mr.  Simms,  or  he  must  be 
made  of  something  else  than  flesh  and  blood." 

"  Where  is  our  young  master  now  ?" 

"  In  the  north  of  Scotland — the  High- 
lands I  believe  they  call  it." 

"  Do  you  ever  hear  anything  of  him  ?" 

"  Yes,  he  writes  to  Williams  occasionally." 

"  And  he  is  well,  1  hope  ?" 

"  We  have  not  heard  to  the  contrary." 

"  We  need  not  regret  his  not  being  here ; 
he  is  better  where  he  is.  Did  you  hear, 
cook,  how  badly  master  has  been  behaving 
to  those  poor  Thomases  on  the  hill  yonder  ?" 

"  No." 

"  He  has  threatened  to  take  the  roof  off 
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the  house  if  they  are  not  out  by  a  certain 
day.  The  poor  man's  wife  is  lying  ill,  and 
he  has  just  lost  a  child.  The  man  has  been 
pleading  hard  to  remain  another  six  months, 
but  master  won't  listen  to  him.  If  master 
will  do  this  sort  of  thing,  we  can't  wonder 
he  gets  talked  about." 

"  No  ;  I  have  always  said  that.  I  will  tell 
you  what,  Mr.  Simms,  master  takes  pleasure 
in  making  others  miserable.  I  am  quite 
certain  of  it,  though  I  don't  understand  the 
feeling." 

*  It  is  not  the  right  sort  of  feeling,  cook, 
you  may  rest  assured.  That  I  acknowledge  ; 
although  at  this  present  moment  I  am  going 
on  an  errand,  and  rejoicing  to  make  those 
two  young  rascals  about  as  miserable  as  they 
can  be  made,  depriving  them  of  freedom 
and  keeping  them  from  their  friends.  But 
this  is  my  doctrine — Never  spare  a  knave,  but 
treat  an  honest  man  well.  Now,  my  good 
woman,  some  bread  and  cheese,  and  a  glass 
of  beer,  and  I  am  off." 


CHAPTER  IV. 


"  Very,  very  shocking — I  can't  get  over 
it,"  said  Williams,  folding  his  hands  in  a 
nervous  manner,  as  he  stood  with  his  back 
to  the  fire  in  the  servants'  hall ;  "  but  it  is 
only  what  I  expected  master  would  do.  I 
thought  he  would  kill  himself,  and  so  he  has. 
Dear  me  !  it  is  unaccountable  how  people 
can  give  themselves  to  drink  in  that  way ; 
to  become  their  own  hangman,  as  it  were, 
and  nothing  better — not  a  bit  in  the  world. 
Oh  !  it  is  dreadful,  very  dreadful !  It  ought 
to  be  a  lesson  to  some  of  you  young  fellows 
who  are  rather  too  fond  of  your  beer.  I 
shall  never  recover  myself,  nor  forget  master's 
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face  when  I  found  him  insensible  in  the 
study.  Every  time  I  think  of  him,  it  brings 
a  creeping  feeling  all  over  me,  from  my 
crown  to  my  feet.  I  can't  get  over  it  at  all, 
not  at  all." 

**  Not  pleasant  nor  agreeable,  certainly,'' 
replied  the  groom.  "  I  shall  be  deuced  glad 
when  he  is  in  the  churchyard,  and  we  have 
our  young  master  among  us.  When  is  he 
coming  ?" 

"  Not  to-night,  I  am  afraid ;  he  is  such 
a  long  way  off." 

"  He  will  not  grieve  for  the  old  squire  as  he 

did  after  his  mother,  that  I  am  pretty  sure  of." 

"  No  ;  still  it  will  be  a  great  shock  to  him." 

"  We   did  not  think  this  change  was  so 

near  with  the  old  boy,  did  we  ?  though  we 

used   to   talk   about   it  sometimes.      Poor 

missus,  she  has  not  been  dead  more  than  a 

twelvemonth.     He  has  followed  her  quickly." 

"  Aye,  but  he'll  never  see  her.     He  can 

never  get  where  she  is,  to  torment  her ;  thank 

VOL.    III.  E 
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goodness  for  that.  She  is  in  a  blessed  and 
holy  place,"  replied  the  butler,  solemnly. 

"  Well,  to  say  we  grieve  after  master  would 
be  all  humbug  on  our  part.  It  was,  I  believe, 
of  all  things  that  we  most  desired.  Bleddyn 
will  now  be  something  like  a  house  ;  the 
right  sort  of  cheer  within,  and  the  right  sort 
without.  An  open  hand  and  an  open  heart, 
that's  the  thing  to  make  a  man  work  with 
pluck,  and  to  feel  that  his  place  is  worth 
having.  When  a  master  comes  roaring  into 
one's  ears,  and  swearing  at  one,  what  plea- 
sure can  there  be  in  working  for  him  ?  If 
all  gentlemen  knew  how  much  we  think  of 
these  things,  there  would  not  be  so  many 
standing  in  the  way  of  their  own  interest, 
I  guess.  When  we  lose  respect  for  a  master, 
we  lose  all  pleasure  in  working  for  him. 
We  work  merely  for  our  wages,  that's  it, 
Williams,  is  it  not?" 

"  Exactly  so.  Poor  missus  !  I  often  wish  she 
were  alive  now  \  what  pleasure  it  was  doing 
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anything  for  her.  I  could  not  say  that  of 
my  master.  He  used  to  put  me  too  much 
in  the  tremors." 

"  Not  so  with  our  young  master,  hey  ?" 
"  Heart  alive !      No !       He   is   like  his 
mother.     I   have  not  a  word  to  say  against 
him  since  the  time  he  was  no  higher  than 
this  table." 

"  There  is  no  doubt  he  is  a  fine  young 
fellow;  we  don't  meet  with  many  young 
gentlemen  like  him.  I  say,  when  you  are 
doing  anything  for  him,  just  glance  at  his 
face,  and  it  tells  vou  at  once  he  knows  we 
have  a  heart  under  the  ribs  as  well  as  him- 
self. He  does  not  look  upon  us  as  most 
young  squires  do,  just  as  if  we  were  no 
better  than  beasts  of  burden,  or  a  piece  of 
machinery.  When  will  he  come  to  live  at 
Bleddyn,  I  wonder,  married  to  Miss  Lewis  ; 
no,  not  that  name,  now.  Her  new  one,  I 
forget,  but  no  matter.  She  will  be  our 
missus  some  of  these  days,  I  suppose,  and  a 
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happy  prospect  it  is  for  us.  What  do  you 
say,  Williams  ?" 

"  I  hope  I  may  live  to  see  it  take  place  : 
she  is  a  favourite  with  us  all." 

"  No  marvel — there  never  was  a  happier 
set  of  servants  among  themselves  anywhere 
than  at  Clogwyn.  That  looks  well  in  itself, 
without  going  any  further.  Indeed,  I  hope 
it  will  soon  come  to  pass.  What  pleasure  I 
should  take  in  setting  my  mistress  on  the 
saddle,  she  rides  so  well  —  I  should  be 
proud  of  her.  There  is  a  young  lady  for 
you,  who  does  real  credit  to  horsemanship, 
and  no  mistake.  Many  times  I  have  stood 
admiring  her  going  down  the  drive  with 
Master  Anarawd,  and  said  to  myself,  l  Lors, 
who  would  wish  to  see  a  nicer  young  couple 
spliced,  with  those  kind  faces,  and  that  pure 
blood,  looking  in  keeping  with  the  old 
place  ? '  I  say,  Williams,  when  these  things 
come  to  pass,  what  would  little  Margaret 
give  to  come  back  again  !     Poor  girl !     How 
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she  was  cut  up  at  missus's  death,  and  un- 
commonly sorry  to  leave  Bleddyn.  It  does 
not  seem  right  to  be  here  without  her  : 
does  it  ?" 

"  No,  indeed,  poor  Margaret ;  she  is  a 
good  girl.     I  wish  she  were  with  us,  again." 

"  Aye,  she  was  the  right  sort  of  girl, 
with  good  sense,  plenty  of  gumption,  and 
ever  ready  to  do  a  kind  act  for  anyone — 
quite  a  brick  !  We  must  manage  somehow, 
Williams,  to  get  her  back,  and  we  shall  be 
the  j oiliest  set  of  servants  in  all  Wales. 
Hurrah  for  Bleddyn  and  our  new  master 
and  mistress ! — may  we  drink  their  welcome 
to  Bleddyn  before  six  months  are  over. 
That's  my  wish." 

"  Hush,  Mills,  for  goodness'  sake ;  remem- 
ber poor  master  is  up  there  in  his  coffin." 

"  Good  lors  !  Williams,  there  can  be  no 
harm  in  a  man  being  open  and  straight- 
forward. What  a  man  feels  in  his  heart 
must  come  out  you  know.     There  was  no 
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love  lost  between  master    and  groom,    so 
once  more  hurrah  for  our  new  one  I" 

"  For  decency's  sake,  Mills,  will  you  be 
quiet  ?" 

"  Good  gracious !  Why,  Williams,  you 
look  as  curdy  about  the  gills,  as  if  you 
expected  master  would  step  out  of  his  coffin 
and  pay  us  a  visit ;  ha !  ha  ! 

"  Mills,  will  you  hold  your  tongue  :  it  is 
not  indeed  right.  I  can't  bear  to  hear  you." 

"  Well,  I  am  sorry  I  started  the  subject. 
I  forgot  master  was  up  there,  that  is  the 
truth.  I  suppose,  Williams,  it  is  that 
creeping  all-overish  feeling,  coming  again, 
that  makes  you  so  white  and  nervous. 
I  am  so  monstrous  glad  we  are  goiug  to 
have  our  young  master,  that  I  don't  think 
any  more  of  that  face  I  saw,  shocking 
enough  as  it  was  at  the  time.  We  must 
shut  our  eyes  upon  the  past,  and  look  for- 
ward now,  my  good  fellow.  There  is  that 
quaking,  shaking,  timorous  M'Farlane,  who 
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was  here  this  morning  ;  we  shoulcUrejoice  at 
the  thought  of  getting  rid  of  him  at  last. 
Young  master  will  never  keep  that  man, 
he  is  sure  to  send  him  about  his  business  in 
double  quick  time.  I  should  not  like  to  be 
in  his  shoes ;  the  Scotch  vagabond  who  set 
father  against  son,  and  has  no  friends 
among  servants  or  tenantry.  If  a  man 
chooses  to  make  himself  odious,  he  may  go 
to  the  old  gentleman,  and  get  his  beef  and 
potatoes  as  best  he  can,  without  claiming 
pity  from  anybody;  that's  flat — and  all 
that  he  deserves  to  have  said  for  him." 

The  gamekeeper  at  that  moment  entered 
dripping  wet,  and  looking  fagged,  exclaimed — 

"  I  am  dead  beat,  that  T  am  !  I  shall  get 
a  rheumatic  fever,  wading  through  rivers, 
and  squatting  among  bushes,  in  such  weather 
as  this.  Come  here  Robin,  take  my  gun 
and  clean  it  for  me,  I  must  go  straight  to 
bed,  or  I  shall  not  be  a  man  to-morrow. 
Cook,  my  good  creature,  can't  you  send  up 
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something  to  warm  and  comfort  a  poor 
devil,  who  has  come  out  of  the  water  like  a 
drowned  rat." 

"  There  is  some  soup,  Mr.  Simms,  would 
you  like  that,  you  don't  know  perhaps  it  is 
very  late.  We  are  all  just  ready  to  go  to  bed  ; 
but  it  won't  take  long  to  warm  the  soup.'' 

"  Soup,  aye7  the  very  ticket ;  send  it  up 
to  me — good  night  to  you  all." 

Immediately  after  the  gamekeeper's  bluff 
figure  disappeared  through  the  doorway, 
there  was  a  general  move,  and  the  servants' 
hall  was  soon  left  deserted  and  in  darkness. 

On  the  following  evening,  by  the  time 
the  old  butler  had  poked  up  the  fire  in  the 
dining-room,  had  drawn  down  the  blinds,  and 
closed  the  curtains,  a  carriage  came  sweep- 
ing up  before  the  front  door,  and  to  the 
great  joy  of  all  the  servants,  the  young 
master  arrived. 

Anarawd  Gwynne  did  not  see  his  father's 
remains.     Williams  thought  it  advisable  to 
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have  the  coffin  closed  up  some  days  before. 
The  coroner's  inquest  had  been  held  over 
the  body,  and  the  preparations  for  inter- 
ment were  making.  He  was  thus  spared 
much  unpleasantness  and  pain,  through  the 
kind  consideration  of  his  old  servant. 

The  funeral  took  place  with  its  usual 
pomp ;  and  young  Gwynne  returned  to 
Bleddyn,  to  find  himself  the  indisputable 
proprietor  of  all  his  father's  effects  and 
landed  property.  The  Will,  which  had  been 
made  in  pique,  had  fortunately  been  de- 
stroyed. 

Since  Anarawd  left  Wales,  he  had  ac- 
quired a  military  air,  without  losing  his 
former  pleasant  address,  but  his  youthful 
look  was  gone. 

A  few  days  after  the  funeral,  he  entered 
the  study,  where,  with  Mr.  M'Farlane,  he 
examined  into  his  father's  affairs.  Mr. 
Gwynne  had  kept  him  in  such  ignorance  of 
everything  in  connection  with  his  property, 
that  he  found  himself  in  an  embarrassing 
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position.  Mr.  M'Farlane  had  never  been 
a  favourite  with  him.  There  was  that  cold 
sneaking  calculating  manner  about  the 
man,  which  was  particularly  unpleasant. 
The  agent,  no  doubt,  was  aware  of  this, 
and  out  of  pique,  instead  of  evincing  wil- 
lingness to  elucidate  matters,  he  made  them 
more  complicated,  taking  every  advantage 
of  the  young  proprietor's  deficiency  in  the 
knowledge  of  his  affairs. 

"  Mr.  M'Farlane,  you  may  leave  me 
now/'  said  Anarawd,  "  I  will  examine  these 
papers  carefully,  that  is  the  best  thing  I 
can  do.  You  need  not  return  till  I  send 
for  you.  Little  can  be  done,  till  I  come  to 
Bleddyn  for  good  ;  and  I  don't  know  exactly 
when  that  will  be." 

The  moment  the  agent  was  gone,  he 
rose,  opened  the  window,  and  exclaimed 
heartily — 

"  Thank  goodness,  I  have  got  rid  of  you 
for  the  present." 

Taking  two  or  three  strides  round  the 
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room,  he  stopped  before  some  old  pictures, 
hung  high  upon  the  wainscot. 

"  What  curiosities  !  what  a  strange  odd- 
looking  room  this  is  !  All  my  life,  it  has 
been  my  wonder,  how  my  father  could  sit 
so  many  hours  in  the  day,  in  this  dim, 
damp,  dreary  study,  accustomed,  too,  as  he 
was,  to  that  fine  library  in  London.  I  can 
imagine  the  room  being  precisely  as  it  was 
in  my  great  great  grandfather's  time ; 
and  that  old  lady  there,  with  her  lace 
ruffles  and  powdered  hair,  has  no  doubt 
many  times  poured  out  tea  into  those  small 
cups  without  handles,  and  spun  thread  from 
that  curiously-carved  spinning-wheel,  stuck 
up  at  the  top  of  the  bookcase.  The  paint, 
too,  on  the  wainscot,  does  not  look  like  the 
same  composition  as  we  have  in  these  days. 
It  is  a  century  at  least  since  it  has  had  a 
brush  over  it.  Here  are  some  old  Welsh 
histories  and  legends.  I  was  never  allowed 
to  peep  into  one  of  them,  much  as  I  should 
have  enjoyed  it  some  years  ago.  Things  are 
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changed,  taste  changes,  and  we  ourselves 
change.  Not  that  I  have  lost  all  interest 
in  the  good  old  Cambro-Britons,  or  that  I 
feel  less  interest  in  Wales  than  before. 
But  taste  changes,  and  we  are  dragged  the 
way  of  the  world,  and  often  made  to  like 
that  in  which  we  once  found  no  pleasure. 
Such  is  life,  and  such  is  man  ;  his  habits 
become  second  nature  to  him.  We  can 
hardly  do  better,  then,  than  follow  Pytha- 
goras's  wise  and  admirable  precept — '  Pitch 
upon  that  course  of  life  which  is  the  most 
excellent,  and  custom  will  render  it  the 
most  delightful.'  " 

He  put  his  hands  upon  a  pair  of  rusty 
pistols  and  a  great  bunch  of  gold  seals. 
"  More  antiquities  !  These  have  not  seen 
the  daylight  for  a  hundred  years  at  least. 
Duels,  no  doubt,  have  been  fought  with 
them  by  my  ancestors.  These  ponderous 
seals,  too,  dangled  from  their  walch-pockets. 
What  a  stride  the  world  has  made  since 
those  davs !" 
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He  shut  up  the  drawer,  and  returned  to 
the  table  covered  with  leases,  maps,  and 
numberless  deeds  and  documents. 

"  That  man  has  confused  my  head — I 
must  have  rest  for  the  present.  Poor 
Clogwyn !  I  will  run  over  there,  and  peep 
once  more  at  the  place,  desolate  as  I  am 
sure  I  shall  find  it.  I  should  not  like  to 
leave  again  without  seeing  it.  I  shall 
come  back  fresh  to  this  business  in  the 
evening,  and  see  if  I  can't  puzzle  the  agent 
as  much  as  he  has  puzzled  me.  Let  me 
get  things  but  straight,  and  then  I  shall 
require  no  more  of  Mr.  M'Farlane's 
services.  Cad  Maurice  shall  have  the 
agency,  if  he  will  accept  it.  I  know  of  no 
one  in  whom  I  can  place  more  confidence  : 
he  knows  my  views,  and  there  is  no  fear  of 
our  not  getting  on  together.  He  is  a 
working  man,  who  has  a  heart  full  of  in- 
terest for  the  general  good.  One  not 
cringing  and  covetous  is  the  man  for  me." 

He  leaped  over  the  fence  at  the  bottom 
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of  the  lawn,  instead  of  going  round  through 
the  gate,  and  so  got  into  the  path  which 
led  across  the  fields  directly  to  Clogwyn. 

With  his  face  turned  in  that  direction, 
his  thoughts  naturally  became  occupied 
with  Gertrude,  and  everything  connected 
with  her.  He  wished  the  last  two  letters 
she  had  written  had  not  been  written. 
With  all  the  confidence  he  had  hitherto 
had  in  her,  he  could  not  help  acknow- 
ledging to  himself  there  was  a  misgiving 
at  his  heart.  No  sooner  had  one  difficulty 
been  removed,  than  another  came.  Thus 
he  supposed  it  would  be  to  the  end  of  time. 
He  philosophised  that  there  is  no  perfect 
enjoyment  here  ;  there  are  drawbacks  to 
everything  ;  and  the  lesson  he  must  make 
up  his  mind  to  learn,  would  be  to  face  them 
calmly,  and  with  a  stout  heart.  It  would 
require,  indeed,  a  stout  heart  if  he  lost 
Gertrude.  What  would  Bleddyn  and  his 
ancestral  property  be  to  him  without  her  ? 
He  should  have  to  go  through  the  world, 
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companionless.  No  one  should  ever  share 
his  affections  or  his  home  but  Gertrude, 
and  she  knew  this  was  his  determination. 

He  found  the  Clogwyn  gates  locked  ;  but 
the  porter's  wife  at  the  lodge  admitted  him. 

"  It  will  break  your  heart,  sir,  to  look 
at  the  place  now,"  said  the  woman,  with  a 
low  curtsey.  "  We  have  not  heard 
from  master  since  he  left." 

"  Is  anybody  in  the  house?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  Mrs.  Lloyd,  the  housekeeper. 
She  can't  understand  why  master  does  not 
write.  He  left  her  plenty  of  money ;  but 
she  is  very  uneasy,  and  wants  to  know 
what  has  become  of  him.  I  suppose,  sir, 
you  can't  tell  us  ?" 

"  No,  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  give  you  any 
information." 

He  passed  on,  and  walked  slowly  up  the 
drive  in  deep  thought.  Prepared  as  he  was 
to  see  a  change,  he  could  not  have  supposed 
in  the  short  time  that  had  elapsed  since 
their  owner  left,  the  grounds   could  have 
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grown  so  completely  out  of  order.  Those 
well-kept  grounds,  upon  which  Captain 
Lewis  bestowed  such  care !  The  walks  were 
covered  with  grass — the  flower-beds  undug, 
and  choked  with  weeds  :  heaps  of  rotten 
leaves  were  upon  the  drive,  raked  up  in  the 
autumn,  and  left  there  to  decay. 

As  he  approached  the  mansion,  the 
shutters  were  either  wholly  or  partially 
closed,  and  the  creepers  hung  loose  from 
the  sides  of  the  house,  falling  in  ungraceful 
festoons.  The  terrace,  so  beautifully  kept 
before,  had  not  a  vestige  of  its  former 
appearance.  Grass  and  weeds  thriving  in 
the  gravel,  dead  leaves  and  boughs  strewed 
from  end  to  end  in  profusion.  The  once 
well-mown  lawn  could  scarcely  be  recog- 
nised. 

Again  and  again  he  glanced  round  the 
premises — What  a  wilderness  !  what  dreari- 
ness !  Poor  Lewis !  could  he  wonder  at 
Gertrude  making  herself  miserable  and  rest- 
less about   him  !    He  could  not  h1«™«  *  — . 
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Lord  Henry  Fitzhammon  seemed  to  infer 
he  took  things  coolly,  but  he  was  not  in 
possession  of  the  real  circumstances  of  the 
case.  Still  he  wished  she  had  not  written 
those  two  last  letters  he  had  received. 

While  he  thus  continued  walking  upon 
the  terrace,  he  found  it  difficult  to  associate 
Gertrude  with  the  place  under  its  changed 
aspect,  although  it  was  upon  that  spot  she 
had  spoken  so  frequently  to  him  of  her 
father.  Memory  at  length  began  vividly  to 
recall  past  scenes  ;  and  when  he  turned  about 
to  retrace  his  steps,  he  mentally  ejaculated — 
"  Let  what  may  transpire,  let  all  the  world 
blame  you,  Gertrude,  my  censure  shall  be 
still  suspended." 

When  he  reached  Bleddyn  it  was  yet 
early,  and  feeling  no  inclination  to  go  again 
into  the  gloomy  study,  where  lay  those  com- 
plicated leases  and  rent  papers  before 
mentioned,  he  sent  the  gardener  for  his 
fishing-rod,  and  started  for  the  lake  among 
the  hills.     Afterwards,  on  his  way  home,  he 
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encountered  Cad  Maurice,  and  persuaded 
him  to  return  and  dine. 

"When  the  cloth  was  removed,  the  young 
proprietor  said  to  his  companion  over  their 
wine,  in  a  manner  somewhat  abruptly — 

"  I  am  glad  I  met  you.  I  want  to  consult 
you  upon  many  matters.  You  are  in 
possession  of  some  of  our  family  secrets, 
without  peeping  into  our  archives.  Cad,  I 
am  going  to  propose  something  to  you  that 
I  hope  will  not  meet  with  a  refusal.  Lately, 
I  heard,  and  was  sorry  to  hear,  you  have  had 
some  unpleasant  reverses.  What  do  you 
say  to  taking  my  agency  ?" 

Cad  Maurice,  a  little  surprised,  replied, 
"that  there  was  nothing  in  the  world  he 
should  like  better.,, 

"  How  was  it,  then,  you  never  mentioned 
it  to  me  ?  I  should  think  there  are  fifty 
letters  applying  for  the  situation  lying  upon 
my  table  at  this  moment,  before  J  have  given 
it  out  I  am  going  to  discharge  my  present 
agent.     It  seems  all    the  country  knew  that 
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my  views  and  my  father's  did  not  harmonize, 
and  jumped  to  the  right  conclusion,  that 
Mr.  M'Farlane  will  not  suit  me.  You  are 
not  in  a  hurry  to  go  home  to-night,  are 
you  ?" 

"No." 

"  You  can  have  a  bed  here  if  you  like." 

"  No,  thank  you,  the  ride  home  will  be 
pleasant. 

u  What  do  you  say  to  our  going  presently 
into  the  study,  and  looking  a  little  into 
affairs.  I  should  be  glad  if  you  would  help 
me.  There  is  work  enough  to  occupy  me 
for  a  month;  M'Farlane  places  every  ob- 
stacle he  can  raise  in  my  way  :  and  I  shall 
have  to  leave  much  of  the  business  till  I 
return.     Shall  we  go  ?" 

"I  am  at  your  command,  and  I  hope 
when  I  am  once  in  harness,  I  shall  give  you 
satisfaction." 

"  No  fear  of  that :  we  have  known  each 
other  too  long.  When  we  first  became 
acquainted,  you  must  remember  making  me 
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bolt  at  a  fence,  and  my  tumbling  over  head 
and  ears  into  the  ditch. " 

"  Ha,  ha,  yes,  I  recollect  it  well,  and  with 
your  face  streaming  with  mud,  you  were  at 
it  again,  taking  my  heart  at  once  by  storm. 
You  were  ever  afterwards  a  great  favourite." 

"  We  have  already  been  good  friends,  and 
I  hope  through  life  our  friendship  will  con- 
tinue," said  the  young  landlord  as  he  drefr 
his  seat  to  the  table,  and  began  to  examine 
the  papers. 

On  the  following  morning,  Anarawd  being 
at  his  breakfast,  the  post-bag  arrived,  and  a 
letter  with  a  London  mark  attracted  his 
attention. 

"  This  is  Lord  Henry  Fitzhammon's  hand- 
writing. What  has  he  to  say  for  himself,  I 
wonder — not  any  bad  news  of  Gertrude  ? 
No  letter  again  from  her." 

He  tore  it  open,  and  read  the  contents  as 
follows — 

Dear  Gwynne — 

I  take  up  my  pen  neither  to   condole  nor 
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to  congratulate  you  upon  recent  events, 
because  at  the  present  moment  it  seems  out 
of  place.  I  write  purposely  to  acquaint  you 
that  we  are  on  the  eve  of  starting  for  Naples. 
For  your  own  sake,  as  well  as  my  cousin's, 
follow  us  with  all  possible  speed. 
Yours  faithfully, 
Henry  Wilmot  Fitzhammon." 

"  What  does  he  mean  P1'  said  Anarawd. 
without  removing  his  eyes  from  of!  the  letter^ 
and  turning  pale.  "  A  great  deal  is  here 
compressed  into  small  compass.  I  must  leave 
everything  as  it  is,  and  start  at  once.  Ger- 
trude, Gertrude,  what  is  this  change  that  has 
come  over  you  ?" 


CHAPTER  V. 


How  beautiful  is  Naples  to  the  eye,  with  its 
garden  and  vineyard-covered  hills,  and  its 
amphitheatre  of  buildings  resting  upon  its 
bay,  and  islands  sleeping  beneath  that  soft 
blue  sky  !  Ischia  and  Procida  !  the  very  names 
recall  images  of  softness  and  luxury,  the 
epicurism  of  nature.  It  was  a  delicious 
evening.  The  English  upon  the  steamer 
were  enjoying  it  in  their  own  mode  so 
peculiar  and  imitative  of  each  other.  Among 
them  was  our  party. 

cC  Serious  and  yet  earnest  after  something 
— what  is  it  your  eye  is  straining  after,  Ger- 
trude ?"  inquired  Lord  Henry,  approaching 
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and  offering  her  his  glass.     "  You  will  see 
better  with  that." 

Gertrude  accepted  it  with  a  quiet  a  thank 
you." 

"  Do  you  recognise  any  of  the  places,  or 
have  you  forgotten  what  must  once  have  been 
familiar  to  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  Henry,  I  remember  them  all,"  said 
she,  in  a  saddened  voice. 

Once  more  she  placed  the  glass  to  her 
eye,  examining  every  vessel  in  the  bay. 

With  his  cap  slouched  over  his  face  the 
young  viscount  was  standing  near  watching 
his  cousin's  movements  without  her  being 
aware  of  it.  He  noticed  the  blood  rush  sud- 
denly into  her  face,  and  perceived  that  all  at 
once  she  became  considerably  agitated. 

On  returning  the  glass  to  her  companion, 
Gertrude  was  about  to  hurry  away. 

"  Stay  ;  what  is  it,  cousin — what  have  you 
discovered  ?"  exclaimed  Lord  Henry,  hold- 
ing her  hand  and  the  glass  together,  looking 
suspicious  and  grave — almost  angry. 
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"  Nothing,  nothing  !  let  me  go,"  said  she, 
impatiently,  and  she  instantly  went  in  search 
of  Yarico. 

"  Do  you  see  it,  Yarico  ?  there,  yonder." 
She  held  her  breath,  and  with  difficulty  con- 
cealed her  excitement. 

"  Yes,  Yarico  sees  it ;  Yarico  is  so  glad, 
so  glad." 

Pleasure  appeared  to  be  alive  in  the 
negress's  eyes  and  in  the  movement  of  her 
hands,  but  she,  too,  was  evidently  suppressing 
her  feelings.  She  whispered,  "  Lord  Henry 
is  coming." 

"  Treason,  always  treason  going  on  between 
you  and  the  negress.  I  have  come,  Gertrude, 
to  remind  you  that  you  had  better  send 
Yarico  to  collect  your  things.  It  will  pre- 
vent ultimate  confusion.  We  shall  soon  be 
upon  shore.     Come  this  way." 

It  was  a  saint's  day.  On  entering  the 
Neapolitan  capital  the  tumultuous  and 
boisterous  gay-heartedness  of  its  inhabitants 
was  overpowering ;  it  surpassed  description. 
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Light  and  gay  equipages  of  every  form 
and  shape,  their  number  legion,  were  whirl- 
ing and  whisking  through  the  streets  in 
every  direction.  The  cracking  of  whips ; 
the  shouts  of  drivers ;  the  loud  peals  of 
laughter  of  paesani ;  the  whining,  droning, 
discordant  notes  of  the  lazzaroni,  and  the 
beating  of  the  tambourines,  were  distracting 
to  the  brain. 

Gertrude,  in  the  midst  of  all  this  excite- 
ment and  confusion,  remained  abstracted.  To 
her  there  was  more  turmoil  within  than 
without.  She  got  into  a  carriage  with  her 
cousins,  and  where  they  went  she  went,  with- 
out once  opening  her  lips,  or  taking  any 
notice  of  the  gay  scene  which  met  the  eyes 
on  every  side.  What  a  striking  contrast  it 
was  to  London  !  At  another  time,  Gertrude, 
with  her  early  associations,  would  in  all 
probability  have  enjoyed  the  change ;  now 
she  was  dead  to  everything,  save  the  desire 
to  find  Ricardo  Lewis. 

VOL.    III.  p 
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The  first  night  they  reached  the  hotel, 
Gertrude  retired  early  to  her  chamber. 

"  Put  out  the  lights,  Yarico,"  said  she ; 
"  the  glare  dazzles  my  eyes.  We  can  enjoy 
the  moonlight.  See  that  the  door  is  properly 
secured.,' 

Having  said  this,  she  threw  herself  upon 
the  sofa  and  continued — 

"  I  don't  want  to  go  to  bed ;  we  must  talk 
about  our  plans,  Yarico.  Think,  we  are 
really  at  Naples,  and  I  have  seen  the  '  Cam- 
bria' with  my  own  eyes.     He  must  be  here." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  repeated  Yarico,  with  a 
chuckle  of  inward  pleasure ;  "  and  Yarico 
will  find  him ;  then  joy  will  come  back  to  his 
heart." 

*  You  are  acquainted  with  every  street 
and  corner  of  this  capital,  are  you  not, 
Yarico  ?  I  feel  at  home.  Yes,  I  hope  we  shall 
soon  find  him.  Yarico,  I  want  you  to  compre- 
hend that  I  wish  to  see  your  master  before 
Lord   Henry  knows  he  is  in  Naples.     For 
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this  reason  I  did  not  let  him  know  the  yacht 
was  here.  We  must  be  secret,  for  I  am 
watched  on  all  sides.  Lady  Strangford,  you 
know,  would  do  anything  to  give  me  pain  : 
we  must  therefore  observe  the  greatest 
secrecy.  Do  you  understand  ?  I  want  you  to 
discover  where  he  is,  whereabouts  his  yacht 
is  at  anchor ;  I  mean,  how  far  it  is  from  the 
shore ;  and,  if  possible,  to  make  arrangements 
for  me  to  meet  him  without  the  knowledge 
of  any  belonging  to  our  party. " 

"  Yarico  does  understand,  and  will  do  all 
to  please  her  missus.  Massa  will  be  so 
glad  r 

"Do  you  think,  Yarico,  you  could  go  to 
the  yacht  to-night  ?  If  your  master  is  not 
there,  the  men  will  be  able  to  tell  you  all 
about  him." 

"  Yes,  Yarico  will  go ;  she  can  get  a 
boat :  it  is  not  too  late." 

Gertrude  got  up  and  looked  out  of  the 
window.     Her  heart  was  palpitating. 

"  Go,  then  ;  I  will  sit  up  for  you.    I  can't 


100  COUNTRY   LANDLORDS. 

go  to  bed  nor  think  of  sleep  till  I  am  released 
from  suspense.  Oh,  Yarieo  !  I  feel  so  happy, 
and  yet  so  miserable  !     Go — do  go." 

Leaning  over  the  balcony,  she  watched 
the  tall  figure  of  the  negress  come  out  of 
the  hotel,  and  followed  her  with  her  eyes 
down  the  street,  till  she  was  lost  in  the 
distance. 

"  She  will  accomplish  her  errand,  and  I 
shall  know  all  I  want  before  the  sun  rises. 
Neither  Henry  nor  Agnes  shall  know  any- 
thing of  my  proceedings.  I  will  be  my  own 
counsel-keeper  till  Anarawd  comes,  and  then  ! 
— yes,  yes,  Henry  with  his  conventional  and 
worldly  views,  and  Agnes  with  her  over- 
pious  ideas — I  won't  say  bigoted  opinions — 
I  feel  they  are  dangerous  confidants.  Already 
I  have  been  too  confiding.  Kind  and  sym- 
pathizing as  you  are,  Agnes,  I  must  now 
draw  a  veil  over  your  eyes  ;  I  must  withdraw 
myself  from  you.  The  case  is  urgent. 
I  must  seek  for  guidance  and  help  where  I 
can  get  it.     God  alone  can  read  my  heart, 
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and  He  will  judge  me  according  to  my  deserts. 
No  other  judgment  do  I  fear." 

She  prayed  fervently,  and  her  prayer  was 
repeated  many  times  before  the  negress 
returned. 

Two  hours  elapsed  before  Yarico  noise- 
lessly crept  into  the  room,  and  took  her 
place  by  the  side  of  her  mistress.  It  was  a 
moment  of  great  anxiety  to  Gertrude.  She 
could  not  find  courage  to  ask,  "  Is  he  htere  ?" 
though  the  words  were  on  her  lips ;  her 
heart  was  too  full. 

"  Yarico  bring  good  news  :  massa  is  not 
in  Naples  to-night,  but  he  is  not  far  off.  He 
is  in  the  country  with  his  friends." 

Gertrude's  unspoken  question  was  then 
spontaneously  answered. 

"  You  have  been  then  to  the  yacht,  and 
spoken  to  the  men.     What  do  they  say  ?" 

"  Massa  has  ben  ill  for  a  long  while,  but 
he  is  better  now.  When  de  men  talk  to 
Yarico  about  him,  Yarico's  heart  felt  sick, 
so  sick  !  0  massa,   massa,  my  poor  massa ! 
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She  gave  a  low  sigh,  and  pressed  her 
mistress's  hand  to  her  forehead,  and  remained 
silent. 

"  Let  me  hear  all.     Speak  on." 

"  Missus  dear,  you  will  not  know  massa. 
He  is  no  like  de  same  man.  His  hair  has 
become  quite  white — white  as  de  snow,  and 
he  is  so  thin !  he  is  like  a  shadow.'' 

Gertrude  shuddered.  After  a  long  pause, 
she  inquired  in  a  broken  perturbed  voice — 

"  Has  he  been  long  at  Naples  ;  and  who 
are  his  friends  you  speak  of,  Yarico  ?" 

"  De  men  say,  for  six  months  dey  have 
been  backwards  and  forwards  from  Sicily  to 
Naples.  Massa  was  at  Palermo  when  de 
people  were  mad  with  anger  against  de  King 
of  Naples  ,•  massa  nearly  lost  his  life  among 
de  canaille." 

"  What  made  him  go  amongst  them  ?" 
inquired  Gertrude,  with  breathless  eagerness. 

"  Massa  is  a  friend  to  de  people,  and 
hates  de  King  of  Naples,  who  has  no  heart, 
no  love  for  his  subjects,     He  is  a  bad,  base 
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man,  and  makes  wicked  unjust  laws.  De 
whole  country  is  in  a  disturbed  state,  and 
massa  is  trying  to  help  de  unhappy  people. 
Dis,  missus  dear,  is  a  great  secret;  you 
must  not  tell  it  to  anybody." 

u  My  fears  are  realized  !"  cried  Gertrude, 
clasping  her  hands  together.  "  He  must 
not,  he  shall  not  go  with  them.  To-morrow, 
Yarico,  go  again  to  the  yacht,  and  tell  the 
men  they  must  try  and  seek  him,  and  tell 
him  I  am  here  and  want  to  see  him  imme- 
diately." 

"  De  men  can  no  do  dat;  massa  never 
tells  dem  where  he  go.  Dey  can't  find  him 
dat  way.     You  must  have  patience." 

"  What  way,  then,  Yarico  ?  All  things 
are  going  against  me.  Would  to  God  I  had 
never  left  him !" 

"  Massa  comes  sometimes  to  de  yacht, 
and  sleeps  on  board  for  a  night  or  so. 
Yarico  has  told  de  men,  when  massa  come, 
to  put  up  de  flag  with  de  lion  upon  it ;  and 
if  it  is  night,  a  blue  light  will  hoisted  up  at 
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de  mast-head.  Dis  is  what  Yarico  has  made 
de  men  promise.  Yarico  will  watch  night 
and  day  for  de  signal,  till  she  sees  it ;  and 
den,  when  she  sees  it,  she  will  take  missus  in 
a  little  boat  to  de  yacht,  and  massa  and 
missus  will  be  happy  again,  and  Yarico  will 
be  happy !     Dat  is  what  Yarico  has  done." 

Gertrude  sat  rocking  herself  to  and  fro, 
shedding  tears,  and  crying  passionately : 
"  He  shall  not  go  with  them ;  T  must  save 
him  from  this  act  of  insanity  !  In  a  country 
like  this,  to  become  a  member  of  a  secret 
society, — what  could  he  be  thinking  of — 
There  can  be  no  doubt  he  has  joined  them. 
Why  did  I  ever  leave  him,  and  bring  down 
this  heavy  affliction  on  both  ?  If  he  gets  into 
the  hands  of  Government,  what  chance  will 
there  be  for  him  ? — none  !  Yarico,  this  is  no 
good  news — the  worst,  the  very  worst  you 
could  have  brought  me." 

At  her  mistress's  request,  the  n egress 
retired  to  her  chamber,  and  Gertrude  was 
left  to  pass  the  night  almost  in   despair. 


COUNTRY    LANDLORDS.  105 

Yarico's  slight  and  primitive  sketch  of  the 
disturbed  state  of  the  country,  was  not  news 
t<>  her  mistress.  Gertrude  knew,  perhaps, 
as  much  about  the  Neapolitan  Government 
as  she  did  of  her  own.  She  was  in 
possession  of  every  particular  of  the  late 
insurrection  which  had  taken  place  on  the 
twenty-seventh  of  January,  and  was  persuaded 
in  her  own  mind  that  an  open  rupture  might 
break  out  at  any  moment  in  the  capital  and 
other  parts  of  the  kingdom.  This  made 
Captain  Lewis's  position  the  more  dangerous. 
If  he  had  been  involved  in  the  insurrection 
at  Palermo,  he  was  the  more  likely  to  take 
a  prominent  part  in  any  coming  sedition. 
w  She  must,  she  would  save  him." 

For  a  whole  month  before  they  started 
from  London,  Gertrude  had  been  in  a  state 
of  great  alarm  lest  Lady  Strangford  should 
give  up  going  to  Naples,  on  account  of  the 
disturbed  state  of  the  country,  and  indeed 
of  the  whole  of  Europe  at  that  time.  For- 
tunately, her  cousin  Henry   took   the  affair 
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coolly.  He  did  not  trouble  himself  about 
politics.  He  was  anxious  to  meet  a  friend 
at  Naples,  and  did  not  see  how  they  could 
disappoint  his  father.  Thus,  by  his  per- 
suasions all  obstacles  were  removed,  greatly 
to  Gertrude's  relief. 

This  being  the  case,  she  was  not  sur- 
prised, on  meeting  her  cousin  Henry  on  the 
following  morning,  to  hear  him  say — 

"  Gertrude,  here  is  something  to  annoy 
you.  Lady  Strangford  is  alarmed  lest  the 
country  should  be  in  open  insurrection,  and 
talks  seriously  of  going  on  to  Rome,  instead 
of  taking  the  villa  that  has  been  offered  to 
us  here." 

"  If  she  goes,  you  will  not  surely  compel 
me  to  leave  Naples.  Should  there  be  a 
rebellion,  it  will  make  no  difference  to  me. 
I  must  see  him." 

"  It  is  all  a  chance  :  if  you  remain  here 
six  months,  you  may  not  catch  a  sight  of 
him.  I  have  hinted  at  that  before ;  but  you 
had   such  confidence   that   you   would  find 
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him  here,  we  were  ready  to  humour  you  to 
keep  you  quiet,  Gertrude.  Were  I  to  give 
you  my  private  opinion,  you  are  about  as 
likely  to  meet  Captain  Lewis  in  London  as 
here." 

"  That  is  your  opinion.  Well,  Henry,  I 
did  not  expect  this  speech  from  you.  So 
you  have  been  humouring  me  as  you  would 
a  child,  and  thought  this  all  the  time.',  She 
walked  to  the  window  ;  Lord  Henry  followed 
her. 

"  Don't  be  offended,  but  listen  to  me.  It 
is  as  well  to  hear  the  truth  sometimes, 
though  we  may  not  like  it.  Gertrude,  it 
would  be  a  great  blessing  to  you  if  you 
never  saw  Captain  Lewis  again — a  real 
blessing,  and  for  your  own  sake  I  heartily 
hope  the  search  may  prove  fruitless.  I 
shall  keep  my  promise  in  trying  to  discover 
what  has  become  of  him  :  at  the  same  time, 
I  own  I  now  regret  ever  having  made  that 
promise.  But  remember,  Gertrude,  with 
all  my  seeking,  if  he  is  in  another  part  of  the 
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globe,  it  will  not  bring  him  here.  Be  pre- 
pared, then,  for  disappointment,  and  for 
Gwynne's  sake,  if  not  your  own,  do  not  give 
yourself  up  to  despair.  I  have  already  more 
than  once  spoken  to  you  upon  this  subject, 
and  I  wish  I  could  make  you  see  how  sadly 
you  are  flying  in  the  face  of  your  own 
interest  by  trifling  with  Anarawd  Gwynne. 
Under  your  present  state  of  excitement, 
depend  upon  it  your  relations  are  better  able 
to  judge  what  is  best  for  you  than  you  are 
yourself.  Once  more,  then,  let  me  urge  you 
to  think  calmly  of  what  you  are  about,  and 
don't  allow  yourself  to  be  carried  away  by 
impulse.  In  the  course  of  a  few  days,  I 
expect,  Anarawd  Gwynne  will  be  here.  Let 
me  beg  you  to  have  due  regard  to  his 
feelings,  and  treat  him  as  he  deserves  to  be 
treated.  Don't  let  him  lose  the  good 
opinion  he  has  of  you.  I  speak  as  a  brother 
would." 

Gertrude  was  silent,  and  Lady  Agnes  at 
that  moment  joined  them. 
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"I  hope,  my  dear  Gertrude,  you  will 
listen  to  Henry's  advice,  and  be  ready  to 
give  Anarawd  Gwynne  the  welcome  he  will 
expect.  After  what  has  occurred,  you  can- 
not be  surprised  we  feel  great  anxiety  about 
you  and  him.,, 

Lord  Henry  walked  away,  and  Agnes 
continued — 

<c  Recall  the  past,  my  dear  cousin.     Think 

how    the    poor   fellow    has  from    the    first 

moment  of  your  engagement  been  devoted 

to  you.     Think  how  ready  he    was   to  give 

up    his    fortune  for   you;    and    up    to  this 

moment  he  is  ready  to  sacrifice  anything  to 

secure    your     happiness.     You   are  all   to 

him — all  that  is   left   to   him  in    the   world 

since    his    mothers    death.     Think    of  his 

distress  when  he  lost  her,  and  what  a  comfort 

you  were   to  him.     Again  there  was   Lady 

Elizabeth's  desire,  you  should   become   his 

wife.      You    have    acknowledged    all    this, 

Gertrude ;    let   it,  then,  be  present  in  your 

memory  before  he  comes.     We  can  hardly 
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say   enough    to    urge    you    to    treat    him 
well." 

Gertrude  grasped  her  cousin's  hand,  and 
said  eagerly,  but  with  some  bitterness — 

a  You  will  not  rest,  any  of  you,  till  you 
have  made  a  maniac  of  me.  You  must  not, 
you  shall  not  say  another  word  to  me." 

They  looked  round,  and  she  was  gone. 

"  I  can't  think  how  you  two  can  take  all 
that  interest  in  her,"  said  Lady  Maria, 
sinking  back  in  her  chair,  with  a  languid 
smile.  "  You  will  never  do  anything  with 
her.  She  is  the  most  romantic,  impulsive, 
self-willed  young  lady  I  ever  encountered. 
If  she  breaks  off  her  engagement,  Anarawd 
Gwynne  will,  in  my  opinion,  have  a  happy 
escape.  It  will  be  a  matter  of  congratu- 
lation rather  than  of  condolence.  I  don't 
think  she  is  worth  his  or  our  concern.  I 
should  let  her  do  as  she  pleases,  and  not 
trouble  my  head  about  her." 

"  Oh,  Maria !  I  can  hardly  imagine  any 
one  not  feeling  interested  in  that  poor  girl. 
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As  to  her  faults,  where  can  we  find  any  one 
without  them?  We  need  not  search  be- 
yond our  own  hearts  to  discover  the  weak- 
ness of  human  nature.  Under  the  present 
trying  and  stringent  circumstances,  it  is 
hardly  fair  to  judge  of  poor  Gertrude's 
character.  We  see  her  under  the  greatest 
disadvantage.  Surely,  then,  our  censure 
should  be  suspended." 

"  Ah  !  yes,  perhaps  so:  Agnes  is  never 
happy — is  she,  Henry  ?  without  some  pro- 
tege. She  must  be  defending  some  poor 
wronged  individual."  She  laughed  sati- 
rically. 

The  viscount  did  not  deem  a  reply  neces- 
sary. He  remained  walking  about  the 
room  in  a  state  of  mental  restlessness. 

"  I  wish  Gwynne  were  here,  or  my  father. 
I  don't  like  this  responsibility.  If  Gertrude 
gets  into  Lewis's  hands,  God  knows  if  we 
ever  see  or  hear  anything  more  of  her." 

"  Oh  no,  Henry,  I  do  not  think  she 
will  treat  us  in  that  unhandsome  manner." 
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"  There  is  no  saying  what  Lewis  may 
say  to  her,  and  what  his  influence  may 
effect  in  her  present  state  of  excitement." 

"  I  think  you  are  labouring  under  false 
impressions;  at  least,  I  hope  so." 

"  We  shall  see.  Her  manner  to  day  is 
strange.  Then,  again,  I  cannot  account 
for  her  excitement  on  board  the  steamer 
yesterday.  Of  late,  too,  she  has  been 
reserved  and  cautious,  as  you  are  aware, 
Agnes.  I  don't  believe  any  advice  we  give 
lias  the  smallest  weight  with  her.  Gentle 
and  soft  as  she  is  by  nature,  speak  but  upon 
that  subject,  and  her  whole  bearing  is 
changed — she  is  impetuous  and  untameable. 
It  is  like  trying  to  stem  a  torrent  to  turn 
her  from  her  purpose." 

"  Remorse  has  sharpened  her  feelings. 
We  must  not  judge  her  too  harshly.  She 
is,  no  doubt,  deeply  attached  to  her  guar- 
dian, and  he  has  been  most  indulgent  to  her  : 
there  is  nothing  unnatural  in  that.  I  wish 
you  could  see  the  matter  in  the  light  1  do. 
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You  ought  not  to  be  biased  by  what  Lord 
Morlif  says  of  Captain  Lewis :  he  has  a 
private  grudge  against  the  man,  and  his 
veracity  is  not  always  to  be  trusted, 
Henry." 

"  Oh  no,  I  am  aware  of  that.  Is  it  ever 
to  be  trusted  at  all  ?  I  abominate  the  man 
as  much  as  Anarawd  Gwynne  does.'* 

The  viscount  took  another  turn,  then 
stood  before  his  sister. 

"  Agnes,  suppose  Gertrude  does  break 
off  her  engagement  with  Gwynne  ?  It 
would  not  surprise  me.  Poor  fellow ! 
what  a  state  he  will  be  in !  We  shall 
have  a  scene — of  all  things  I  most  abo- 
minate. I  dislike  distress  in  any  shape. 
I  shall  wish  then  I  had  not  written  to  him. 
Gwynne  made  an  awful  mistake  in  not 
marrying  Gertrude  when  she  first  came 
to  us.  There  was  no  estrangement  then. 
As  her  husband,  he  would  have  been  able 
to  do  something  with  her.  Now  I  doubt  if 
she  will  listen  to  him  at  all." 
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"  She  would  not  consent.  Her  spirits 
would  not  admit  it." 

"  Has  Lady  Strangford  said  anything 
more  about  Rome  ?" 

"  No ;  she  has  gone  to  survey  the  villa. 
If  it  pleases  her,  I  fancy  she  will  remain. 
It  seems  to  me  a  pity  to  hurry  away,  now 
we  are  here.', 

"  Yes,  and  it  is  great  folly.  To  judge 
from  the  inhabitants,  they  are  merry  and 
contented  enough.  With  the  gala-day  of 
yesterday  present  to  our  minds,  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  imagine  the  town  in  a  state  of 
insurrection.  Rumours  of  this  sort  are 
generally  exaggerated.  You  may  depend 
upon  it,  these  revolutionists  had  enough  to 
keep  them  quiet  for  a  season.  What  good 
did  the  last  disturbance  do  them  ?  But, 
Agnes,  had  you  not  better  look  after  Ger- 
trude ?  She  should  not  be  left  so  much  by 
herself.  I  don't  feel  at  all  comfortable 
about  her." 

The   young  viscount  left  the  room.     In 
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the  course  of  an  hour  Lady  Strangford  re- 
turned, looking  more  than  usually  pleased 
and  contented. 

"  Well,,,  said  she,  (i  I  have  settled  every- 
thing. The  villa  is  charming  :  abundance 
of  room,  well  situated,  and  a  lovely  garden. 
I  have  arranged  we  move  there  to-morrow 
afternoon." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  was  Lady  Agnes' s 
reply.  "  Henry  thinks  it  is  absurd  to  trouble 
ourselves  about  these  flying  reports." 

"  Ah,  that  is  just  what  Lord  Morlif  has 
been  saying.  Fancy  my  meeting  him  as  we 
passed  along  the  Piazza  Real.  He  informed 
me  he  had  been  here  more  than  a  month, 
and  had  no  intention  of  leaving  his  quarters. 
He  strongly  recommends  our  not  going  to 
Rome.  There  is  a  frightful  epidemic  there, 
that  settled  me  at  once.  I  have  a  great 
horror  of  epidemics." 

"  I  am  sorry  we  are  likely  to  have  Lord 
Morlifs   company.      I   am    sure   Anarawd 
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Gwynne  and  Gertrude  will  be  much  annoyed. 
He  is  no  favourite  with  them.,, 

A  week  elapsed.  The  town  looked  as  gay 
and  cheerful  as  ever,  and  the  discordant 
street-music  never  ceased.  The  party  ap- 
peared contented  with  the  accommodation 
the  villa  afforded  them.  Anarawd  Gwynne  at 
last  arrived,  and,  to  his  great  concern,  found 
Gertrude  had  been  ill  for  some  days,  and 
was  still  in  bed.  He  could  not  conceal  his 
impatience  to  see  her,  and  sent  several 
messages,  through  her  cousin,  to  beg  she 
would  try  and  get  up  that  afternoon.  We 
can  imagine  his  disappointment  when  Yarico 
stepped  up  to  him  at  the  time  he  was  ex- 
pecting her,  and  said  "  her  mistress  could 
not  join  them  at  tea  that  evening." 

On  her  return  to  her  mistress's  room,  the 
negress  peeped  out  of  the  staircase-window, 
as  she  had  done  every  time  she  had  passed 
it,  and  looked  in  the  direction  of  the  yacht. 
In  a  moment  she  was  excited  ;  her  eye  had 
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discovered  what  it  had  sought  for  in  vain  day 
and  night  for  a  week — the  signal.  Now  she 
saw  it.  She  could  scarcely  believe  her  vision. 
Again  and  again  she  leaned  forward  :  no, 
she  was  not  mistaken  ;  there  it  was,  shining 
brightly — brighter  than  the  stars.  With  a 
beating  heart  and  stealthy  foot,  she  crept  up 
to  her  mistress's  bedside,  and  whispered  in 
a  tone  of  joy — 

"  Yarico  has  seen  it ;  the  blue  light  is  at 
the  mast-head,  and  massa  has  come  at  last !" 
Gertrude  sprang  out  of  bed,  and  satisfied 
herself  that  the  negress's  report  was  correct. 
"  I  must  dress  now,"  said  she.  "  I  must 
see  Anarawd  Gwynne.  I  cannot  go  without 
having  an  interview  with  him.,' 

The  moment  she  had  finished  her  toilet 
she  sent  Yarico  to  tell  him  she  wished  to 
see  him  without  any  one  being  present,  and 
requested  he  would  wait  for  her  in  another 
room. 

Yarico  brought  word  that  lights  had  been 
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taken  into  the  parlour  at  the  end  of  the 
gallery,  and  she  had  seen  Massa  Anarawd 
cross  the  hall  on  his  way  there. 

Gertrude  glided  down  the  staircase,  and 
through  the  suite  of  apartments  which  led 
to  the  room  in  question,  in  a  sort  of  somnam- 
bulist state.  With  her  face  as  white  as  her 
dress,  she  entered  and  stepped  so  noiselessly 
across  the  marble  floor,  that  Anarawd  was  not 
aware  of  her  presence  till  she  sank  upon  her 
knees  before  him,  with  her  hands  folded  over 
her  face.  With  the  following  startling 
words,  that  seemed  to  rise  from  her  inmost 
soul,  she  greeted  him — 

"  Anarawd,  give  me  back  my  promise  !  I 
ask  for  it  upon  my  knees.  Reproach  me — 
blame  me,  but  do  not  refuse  me  my  petition. 
Give  it  me  back." 

For  a  few  seconds  Anarawd  stood  sur- 
veying his  betrothed  in  mute  amazement. 
Then,  in  a  supplicating  tone,  he  appealed  to 
her: 
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"  Gertrude,  look  at  me.  Think  of  the 
past.  You  cannot  be  in  earnest.  Say  you 
are  not  in  earnest." 

She  shook  her  head,  without  removing  her 
hands  from  her  face,  and  repeated  her 
petition  with  renewed  eagerness. 

Once  more  Anarawd  conjured  her  to 
remove  her  hands  from  her  eyes,  and  give 
him  the  welcome  she  had  always  given  him. 
On  her  refusing  his  request,  he  raised  his 
hand  and  placed  it  upon  her  head,  and  said, 
in  a  voice  as  if  it  had  come  up  from  a  vault  : 

"  Would  my  eyes  and  my  ears  deceived 
me!  Oh,  Gertrude!  this  is  a  cruel  recep* 
tion  !  You  ask  me  to  return  your  promise. 
My  pledge  I  have  kept  faithfully,  and  would 
still  keep.  It  is  yours ;  may  it  bring  you 
happiness,  the  happiness  you  seek  !" 

"  Thank  you,"  murmured  Gertrude, 
solemnly,  yet  in  a  trembling  voice.  "  In 
giving  me  back  my  promise,  your  own  vow 
is  severed ;  remember  that.  May  God  bless 
you,  Anarawd  Gwynne,  and  give  you  a  better 
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wife  than  I  should  ever  have  made  you,  one 
more  worthy  of  your  affection  !  You  shall 
have  my  prayers.  Censure  me — spare  not 
your  censure — farewell !" 

The  words  expired  upon  her  lips.  She 
rose  hastily,  and  as  Anarawd's  eyes  followed 
her  across  the  room,  she  disappeared  as  if 
she  had  been  an  apparition,  leaving  him 
speechless  and  bewildered. 

When  she  returned  to  her  chamber,  she 
wrote  a  few  lines  to  her  cousin,  begging  her 
not  to  pay  her  a  visit  that  night ;  she  wished 
to  be  undisturbed.  The  note  was  given  to 
Lady  Agnes' s  maid ;  and  a  letter  which  she 
had  written  to  Anarawd,  explaining  fully 
her  present  conduct  and  future  intentions, 
was  laid  upon  the  table  in  his  room. 

Yarico  approached  her  mistress,  as  she 
stood  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  and  whispered — 

11  Nobody  is  about.  Yarico  has  opened 
the  garden-door ;  all  is  ready;  come— come." 

They  were  soon  lost  among  the  trees  in 
the  grove,  and  reached  the  shore  without 
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interruption.  Stepping  into  a  gondola 
belonging  to  the  villa,  they  glided  over  the 
smooth  waters  in  the  direction  of  the 
Cambria. 

"  It  will  take  but  a  short  time/'  said 
Yarico.  "  De  men  must  bring  de  boat 
back  directly,  so  dat  no  one  at  de  villa  can 
guess  where  we  are  gone." 

"  Yes,"  murmured  Gertrude,  wrapping 
her  mantle  round  her  person,  and  shivering 
violently.  Although  she  felt  the  chilliness, 
her  hands  and  cheeks  were  burning  and  her 
lips  parched.  It  would  be  difficult  to  define 
what  her  feelings  were  at  that  moment,  If 
she  experienced  unlimited  joy  in  anticipation 
of  seeing  her  guardian,  which  we  suspect 
she  did,  that  joy  was  mingled  with  acute 
pain.  She  had  not  seen  Anarawd's  face  ; 
she  could  not  have  trusted  herself  to  en- 
counter his  eyes ;  but  she  had  heard  his 
voice,  his  deep-toned  voice  of  anguish  at 
the  time  penetrating  her  heart,  and  the 
sound  was  still  in  her  ears.     She  would  have 
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banished  him  from  her  thoughts  as  she  had 
succeeded  in  doing  of  late,  but  it  was  a  vain 
endeavour.  Happily  for  her  she  had  but 
little  time  allotted  her  to  dwell  upon  her 
actions.  Her  reverie  was  soon  broken  by 
one  of  the  seamen  calling  to  them  to  keep 
a  little  off.  In  a  few  minutes  she  was  upon 
the  deck. 

The  men  had  not  informed  their  captain 
of  Gertrude's  intention  to  visit  the  yacht ; 
they  had  merely  told  him  she  was  in  Naples. 
It  may  then  be  imagined  what  Ricardo 
Lewis's  feelings  were,  when  suddenly  he  en- 
countered her  as  she  entered  the  cabin,  and 
felt  her  arms  encircling  his  neck. 

She  first  glanced  at  his  changed  appear- 
ance, in  which  she  could  read  suffering  and 
sorrow,  and  her  fears  were  realized,  then 
looked  eagerly  in  his  eyes. 

*  Forgive  me,  forgive  me  !"  burst  wildly 
from  her  lips  as  she  pressed  her  face  to  his. 
"  I  will  never  leave  you,  never  forsake  you 
again  for  anyone  in  the  world ;  never,  never. 
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I  will  live  for  you — you  only,  and  make 
amends  for  my  cruel  desertion.  Only  say, 
dearest  papa,  you  will  forgive  me ;  say  you 
will  forgive  me,  your  penitent  child." 

Not  a  sound  rose  upon  Captain  Lewis's 
lips  ;  it  was  as  if  his  speech  had  left  him. 
He  drew  her  to  the  light,  and  with  an  un- 
natural wildness  in  his  eye  examined  her 
features,  then  clasped  her  to  his  heart 
seemingly  under  the  apprehension  that  she 
was  again  about  to  be  taken  from  him. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


On  the  morning  after  Gertrude's  disappear- 
ence  from  the  villa,  Lord  Strangford 
unexpectedly  arrived.  He  was  as  much 
surprised  as  distressed,  to  hear  of  the  recent 
event.  Lady  Strangford  seemed  to  be 
triumphing  over  poor  Gertrude's  disfavour. 
She  was  unsparing  in  her  remarks,  and  Mrs. 
Marks,  for  the  first  time  since  she  had  left 
London,  walked  about  the  house  with  smiles 
upon  her  face. 

<•  You  are  convinced  I  hope  now,  Henry, 
your  country  cousin  is  not  the  little  innocent 
you  took  her  for,"  said  Lady  Strangford 
turning  to  the  viscount :    "  and  will  admit,  I 
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have  been  the  onlv  one  who  read  her 
character  from  the  first  moment.  There 
is  no  palliating  such  conduct.  From  begin- 
ning to  end  she  has  shown  her  ingratitude, 
and  a  wrong  feeling.  I  consider  she  has 
behaved  infamously.  Yet  it  is  precisely 
what  I  said  it  would  be,  she  would  break  off 
her  engagement  with  Anarawd  Gwynne,  just 
to  get  back  to  that  low  man,  and  disgrace 
her  family.  I  hardly  know  which  offence  is 
the  greatest.  I  am  glad  we  are  not  in 
London,  and  can  only  hope  it  will  not 
become  an  on  dit  at  court  there.  A  pretty 
affair  to  be  handed  about  regarding  the 
Earl's  family.  You  speak  too  of  her  being 
tender-hearted  and  affectionate  ?  Mockery  ! 
perfect  mockery !  She  cannot  have  a 
particle  of  feeling  to  treat  that  poor  young 
man  in  such  a  disgraceful  manner.  And  you, 
Agnes,  have  been  her  dupe ;  paying  her 
that  attention,  and  sympathizing  with  her  in 
Captain  Lewis's  silence,  hem  !  The  whole 
time  the  little  artful  thing  }ias  been  in  com- 
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munication   with   him.     It   only  suited  her 
purpose  to  make  it  appear  otherwise." 

"  Pardon  me,  you  wrong  her,  I  am  con- 
vinced she  never  heard  from  him,  while  we 
were  in  London." 

"  Perhaps  then  you  will  explain,  why  she 
was  so  desirous  of  coming  to  Naples,  and 
confident  she  should  find  him  here,  and  she 
has  now  eloped  ?  Don't  defend  her,  Agnes, 
it  is  folly  ;  letters  have  passed  between 
them,  you  cannot  convince  me  to  the  con- 
trary. Why,  Mrs.  Marks  suspected  it  long 
since.  She  tells  me,  Yarico  was  in  the 
habit  of  stealing  out  to  the  post.  That 
horrid  negress  has  been  her  accomplice  all 
along.  I  am  sure  it  is  a  relief  she  is  gone  ! 
and  I  shall  no  more  see  her  great  ugly 
eyes  ?" 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  she  continued  after  a 
pause,  turning  to  the  earl,  "  you  look  blank 
and  mortified  at  this  unpleasant  elope- 
ment. You  are  disappointed  no  doubt,  that 
your  grand  favourite  should  have  turned 
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out  50  amiable,  so  grateful,  and  so  regardful 
of  her  family  honour.  But  we  must  call  to 
remembrance,  my  dear,  her  mother  had  no 
aristocratic  blood,  and  she  has  been  brought 
up  under  the  superintendence  of  a  rough 
naval  man  of  no  family.  We  can  hardly 
wonder  at  low  feelings,  and  a  want  of  deli- 
cacy, showing  themselves  in  the  case  before 
us.  It  is  only  what  one  might  expect  from 
a  young  lady  who  had  received  an  educa- 
tion of  such  a  description.  If  I  were  in- 
clined to  be  charitable,  I  should  suggest, 
she  is  entitled  to  as  much  pity  as  censure." 

"  Do  not,  my  dear,  disparage  her  educa- 
tion," said  Lord  Strangford,  with  one  of  his 
cold  stately  looks,  "  do  not  make  that  an 
apology,  for  it  is  no  apology  at  all.  She 
may,  perhaps,  not  have  as  many  of  your 
drawing-room  blandishments  and  absurdi- 
ties, but  were  her  education  put  to  the  test, 
she  would  outshine  you  all.  Such  is  my 
opinion,  poor  child  !" 

"  It  is  a  thousand  pities  that  she  has  not 
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made  use  of  it,"  retorted  Lady  Strangford, 
firing  up,  and  looking  piqued. 

"  I  know  more  of  her  character  than  you 
do ;  I  am  persuaded  she  has  been  driven  to 
this  act  from  some  extreme  cause." 

A  few  minutes  elapsed,  when  he  in- 
quired— 

"  Where  is  Gwynne?  How  has  he  taken 
it,  poor  fellow?  Anxious,  of  course,  he 
must  be." 

"  He  is  so  foolishly  devoted  to  Gertrude, 
he  won't  have  a  word  uttered  against  her. 
She  appears  to  have  deprived  him  of  his 
senses.  He  maintains  there  is  no  blame 
whatever  attached  to  her  conduct,  although 
to  glance  at  his  miserable  face,  it  is  too  plain 
he  is  suffering  acutely  from  the  wounds  she 
has  inflicted.  It  is  unaccountable  to  me, 
he  does  not  see  what  an  unprincipled  ghl 
she  is —  unworthy  of  him.  How  blind  men 
are  ;  what  fools  they  sometimes  make  of 
themselves." 

"  In    picking    her   to    pieces,    my    dear 
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madam,  we  do  no  good,  and  certainly  might 
employ  ourselves  to  more  advantage.  The 
matter  must  be  taken  up  seriously,  without 
a  moment's  delay.  Through  the  police, 
Henry,  we  shall  surely  gain  some  clew." 

Lord  Strangford  and  his  son,  in  less  than 
half  an  hour,  were  threading  the  streets  of 
Naples  on  their  way  to  the  police. 

To  return  to  Gertrude,  who  was  nearer 
to  them  than  they  supposed.  In  a  room 
upon  the  highest  story  of  a  large  house,  in 
one  of  the  squares,  she  was,  at  that  mo- 
ment, sitting  alone  with  Yarico. 

Unlike  a  German  lodging,  the  room  was 
crowded  with  furniture.  The  walls  were 
covered  with  dark  looking  pictures,  and  a 
profusion  of  antique  ornaments,  remnants 
of  former  opulence,  were  scattered  about 
without  much  observance  of  order.  The 
apartment  was  close  and  warm,  though  the 
windows  were  open  and  shaded  by  the  vine. 
Gertrude  was    lying    upon    a    sofa,    ocoa- 

G  2 
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sionally  turning  her   head  to  look   at  the 
time-piece. 

"  Another  hour  gone/'  said  she,  "  Why 
does  he  not  come  ?" 

Again  she  turned  her  face  to   the  wall, 
and  remained  motionless.  Yarico  was  silent, 
were  it  not  for  a  restless  movement  of  the 
eyes,   it  would  not  be  supposed  she  was  suf- 
fering from  mental  anxiety.    The  sun  had 
set,   the   streets  seemed  to  be  more   than 
usually  quiet,   and  the  ticking  of  the  clock 
at  times,   was  the  only   sound  which    fell 
upon  the  ear  of  the  two  silent  vigil-keepers. 
At  length,   overpowered  by  weariness  and 
lassitude,  and  lulled  by  the  sudden  cessation 
of    noise,    Gertrude    was   nearly    gone    t 
sleep,    when    she   felt  a  hand  laid  gently 
upon  her  shoulder,   and  a  pair  of  burning 
lips  upon  her  cheek.     He  had  come.     The 
negress  immediately  crept  out  of  the  room, 
and  placed  herself  like  a  sentinel  upon  the 
head  of  the  stairs,  to  apprise  them  of  any 
approaching  danger. 
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There  was  a  look  of  deep  concern  upon 
Captain  Lewis's  face,  when  he  said  a  few 
minutes  afterwards — 

"I  am  anxious  about  you,  my  dearest 
Gertrude,  I  should  have  felt  more  satisfied 
had  you  remained  in  the  yacht.'' 

"  I  am  happier  here,  I  shall  be  nearer  to 
you.  I  could  not  rest  there  ;  you  must  not 
request  me  to  go,"  urged  Gertrude. 

a  I  have  given  orders  that  my  men  shall 
keep  near  you,  and  be  upon  the  alert.  In 
case  of  danger,  they  will  in  a  moment  be 
ready  to  remove  you.  Yarico  has  also 
received  her  orders." 

"  How  soon,  before  I  see  you  again  ? 
When  will  this  terrible  affair  be  over? 
Would  to  God  this  trial  had  been  spared 
me,  for  my  heart  is  full  of  misgivings." 

"  The  future  is  hid  from  us.  I  must 
take  my  chance,  my  dearest  Gertrude.  To 
conceal  from  you  my  danger,  and  that  of 
those  with  whom  I  am  connected,  would  be 
wrong.  A  revolution  wears  a  fearful  aspect, 
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still  I  am  in  the  hands  of  Providence,  and 
should  I  be  spared,  I  need  not  say  how 
happy  my  life  will  be  passed  with  the  trea- 
sure I  had  lost,  now  regained,  and  thus 
become  doubly  dear." 

"  Give  them  up.  forsake  Italy  and  its 
cause.  Let  us  fly  from  Naples.  For  my 
sake,  let  us  fly  at  once  ;  lose  not  a  moment 
my  dearest  father  !'' 

"  Honour,  Gertrude,  I  dare  not  sacrifice 
mv  honour.  Having  joined  this  anarchical 
societv,  so  the  enemies  of  freedom  denomi- 
nate all  freedom  of  thought  and  deed — 
having  sworn  to  support  the  cause  of  human 
right  in  this  oppressed  country.  I  dare  not 
retract.  At  such  a  critical  moment,  you. 
mv  dear  Gertrude,  would  not  have  me  go 
back  and  stain  my  honour.  I  mu^:  _ 
through  with  the  cause  lion-hearted.  If  I 
fall,  remember  my  only  solicitude  was  about 
vou  —  nly  only  regret  at  parting  from  you. 
Mv  last  breath  will  be  a  prayer  for  your  hap- 
piness.    God  will  protect  you.   my  child/' 
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She  hid  her  face  upon  his  bosom.  Her 
grief  could  find  no  utterance  in  language. 

In  that  strange  foreign  apartment,  they 
silted  a  striking  contrast  to  what  they 
were  in  their  Webb  home.  Lewis,  more 
particularly,  was  much  changed  in  appear- 
ance, his  once  raven  locks  were  now 
turned  ^rey  The  peculiar  expression  in 
his  eyes,  always  prominently  recognised 
before,  was  scarcely  visible  now.  Sorrow 
had  been  busv  with  him.  it  had  laid  a 
heavy  hand  upon  his  spirit,  almost  over- 
whelming in  its  course  the  Christian's  hope, 
hope,  to  which  sorrow  clings  in  its  extre- 
mity, when  the  world  becoming  empty  and 
destitute  of  consolation,  it  has  only  that 
haven  in  which  it  can  anchor. 

That  memorable  night,  how  delighted 
they  would  have  been  to  arrest  time  and 
enjoy  only  one  more  hour  together,  but  the 
moments  flew.  The  hand  pointed  to  the 
hour  that  was  to  separate  them;  perhaps 
for  ever. 
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Their  farewell  now  was  of  a  different 
nature  from  what  ifc  had  been  before.  They 
were  more  than  ever  dear  to  each  other, 
with  the  saddening  reflection,  that  they 
might  never  meet  ag;iin.  Tenderness  and 
anguish  mingled  in  the  face  of  Lewis,  the 
deeper  because  Gertrude  had  returned  to 
him  to  breathe  her  unbroken  attachment. 
She  had  proved  to  him,  her  devotion  and 
affection  ;  yet  peace  was  not  to  be  his  lot. 
He  could  not  now  brave  death  as  calmly  as 
before  Gertrude  returned  to  him  ;  still  great 
as  the  conflict  was,  he  bore  up  manfully. 

The  parting  over,  he  reached  the  forsaken 
streets,  comparatively  calm.  He  stood  a 
moment  gazing  upon  the  day  dawn,  and 
breathed  a  silent  prayer  to  heaven  for  Ger-' 
trude,  and  the  cause  of  freedom.  It  was 
the  fifteenth  of  May,  1848,  a  day  ever  me- 
morable in  the  annals  of  Naples ;  would  it 
had  been  more  successful,  and  saved  thou- 
sands from  the  sanguinary  grip  of  an  odious 
tyrant  at  a  later  period,  who  has  gone  to 
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his  account,  the  abhorred  of  all  noble  and 
generous  spirits. 

Gertrude  had  sunk  into  a  species  of 
stupor,  after  Captain  Lewis  had  left  her. 
From  this  stupor  she  was  roused  by  cries 
in  the  streets,  "Viva  Pltalia,  viva  l'ltalia," 
increasing  in  loudness  every  moment.  The 
footsteps  of  a  multitude  hurrying  over  the 
pavement,  the  tramp  of  horses'  hoofs,  and 
the  roll  of  musketry,  with  shouts  and  shrieks 
assailed  her  ears  on  all  sides. 

Gertrude  trembled,  turned  pale,  and 
covered  her  face.  Every  fresh  volley  struck 
her  to  the  heart.  She  wished  she  could 
share  in  the  danger  with  him  she  so  much 
revered. 

While  thus  under  intense  anxiety,  the 
negress,  who  had  been  watching  on  the 
top  of  the  stairs,  rushed  into  the  room  with 
terror  in  her  face,  and  before  she  could  ex- 
plain herself,  a  number  of  fierce  looking 
soldiers  entered  the  room.     They  accused 
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Gertrude  of  being  a  spy  of  the  rebels^  and 
carried  her  away. 

Wringing  her  hands  in  despair,  Yarico, 
scarcely  knowing  what  she  did,  gained  the 
streets,  and  ran  towards  the  villa. 

The  viscount  and  Anarawd  Gwynne  were 
at  the  gates,  armed  for  defence,  when  she 
arrived. 

"  The  soldiers  have  taken  missus  away. 
Sabe  her  !  sabe  her !" 

No  sooner  had  she  repeated  the  words, 
than  she  started  off  again,  retracing  her 
steps  at  her  utmost  speed. 

The  young  men  seeing  the  case  was 
urgent,  at  once  followed  the  negress. 
On  entering  the  city,  they  hurried  from 
street  to  street.  Barricades  were  erected  in 
several  places,  but  they  managed  to  make 
their  way  over  them  as  far  as  St.  Ferdinand's 
barricade,  where  the  fighting  was  sangui- 
nary. It  was  in  the  midst  of  such  a  scene, 
men  shouting,  women  and  children   shriek- 
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ing,  and  no  quarter  given  by  the  combatants, 
that  they  caught  sight  of  Gertrude,  not  in 
the  hands  of  the  soldiers,  but  of  some  British 
sailors,  who  had  taken  her  from  her  captors, 
and  were  at  the  moment  gallantly  defending 
her. 

Anarawd  Gwynne's  feelings  may  be  ima- 
gined, when  he  approached  and  beheld  the 
half-distracted  Gertrude  extending  her 
hands  towards  the  barricade,  and  crying 
aloud — 

"  Take  me  to  him,  and  let  me  share  his 
danger  !" 

She  had  discovered  Captain  Lewis  stand- 
ing on  the  summit  of  the  barricade,  regard- 
less of  everything  around  him,  save  the 
business  of  the  moment,  and  unconscious  of 
the  danger  by  which  Gertrude  was  sur- 
rounded. 

In  the  midst  of  the  uproar,  Gertrude 
caught  the  sound  of  a  voice,  which  she  re- 
cognised to  be  Lord  Morlifs,  shouting  in 
Italian,  from  behind  some  of  the  soldiers — 
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"  Pick  him  off;  that's  your  man  ;  yonder, 
the  tall  fellow  with  the  white  hair." 

A  volley  was  instantly  levelled  at  Lewis. 
Gertrude  heard  the  report,  but  heard  no 
more.  Anarawd  Gwynne  and  his  com- 
panion were  quickly  by  her  side. 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  my  good  seamen, 
take  her  away  from  here.  Eemove  her  to 
some  place  of  safety.  Why  did  you  not  do 
it  before?" 

"  We  should  have  done  so,  Master 
Gwynne,  but  there  is  no  possibility.  The 
devil  himself  could  not  get  through  them 
there  bloody  soldiers.  They  would  shoot 
us  down,  just  as  they  have  served  our 
captain." 

Lord  Henry  fortunately  knew  some  of 
the  commanding  officers,  and  he  applied  to 
them,  and  explained  the  affair. 

The  soldiers,  at  the  command  of  their 
superiors,  permitted  them  to  pass  out  of 
danger.  Gertrude  was  at  once  safely  lodged 
in  the  villa,  with  her  friend  La^ly  Agnes,  to 


COUNTRY   LANDLORDS.  139 

administer  comfort  to  her,  as  she  had  done 
upon  former  occasions.  For  a  week  her 
life  hung  upon  a  thread.  During  that  time 
Anarawd  Gwynne's  state  of  feeling  excited 
the  utmost  sympathy.  Even  Lady  Strang- 
ford — coarse  as  she  was  in  mind,  and  pre- 
judiced against  Gertrude — shed  tears.  The 
old  earl  shut  himself  up  quite  unnerved. 

No  sooner  had  the  crew  of  the  Cambria 
deposited  their  charge  in  safety,  than  they 
returned  to  the  scene  of  blood,  to  satisfy 
themselves  of  the  fate  of  their  captain. 
They  discovered  his  lifeless  remains.  Several 
bullets  had  entered  his  body  in  a  vital  part. 

The  viscount,  the  most  master  of  himself 
among  the  household,  took  care  of  the  proper 
interment  of  Captain  Lewis's  remains. 

Previous  to  the  funeral,  Anarawd  Gwynne, 
accompanied  by  Lord  Henry,  saw  him  laid 
out;  a  feeling  of  deep  interest  led  them  to 
contemplate  him  in  the  sleep  of  death. 
There  he  lay ;  the  man  Gertrude  had  so 
loved  from  her  babyhood,  and  for  whom  she 
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had  suffered  deeply.  None  knew  his  real 
virtues  ;  none  saw  them  ;  none  owned  them 
but  the  child  of  his  adoption.  None  knew 
what  a  sea  of  trouble  he  had  met  with,  or 
what  he  had  endured.  All  was  now  peace ; 
life's  fitful  fever  past :  from  the  burden  of 
his  sorrow  he  was  now  for  ever  free.  No 
trace  of  grief  was  to  be  seen  upon  his  coun- 
tenance. Youth  seemed  to  have  returned 
to  the  inanimate  clay,  and  a  smile  of  peace 
sat  upon  his  cold  lips. 

Anarawd's  eyes  were  riveted  upon  his 
face.  When  Lord  Henry  had  left,  he  re- 
mained behind  by  the  coffin,  in  deep  medi- 
tation. 

Some  dried  flowers,  a  portrait,  and  a  lock 
of  Gertrude's  hair  were  found  upon  him 
when  he  fell.  They  were  replaced,  and 
accompanied  him  to  the  grave. 

When  his  affairs  were  examined  into, 
Clogwyn,  all  his  landed  property  besides, 
and  his  yacht  were  bequeathed  to  Gertrude. 
Sums  of  money  were  left  to  build  a  church 
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upon  the  hill  near  the  sands,  and  to  support 
the  school  at  Angharad.  There  were  a  few 
legacies  to  his  servants.  Gertrude  was 
exclusively  his  executrix. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


Laj>y  Strangford — tired  of  having  a  sick  % 
person  in  the  house,  and  nettled  at  coming 
in  contact  with  the  negress,  tired  of  Naples 
because  it  was  hot,  and  full  of  that  rest- 
lessness which  indicates  a  destitution  of 
mental  resources,  though  the  town  was 
quiet  and  without  fear  of  another  revolu- 
tion— resolved  to  leave  it  herself,  if  nobody 
else  would.  She  determined  to  take  two  of 
the  men-servants,  with  Mrs.  Marks  and  a 
courier,  and  to  go  alone  to  Florence.  There 
she  would  be  further  north,  and  cooler. 
Such  was  her  motive  for  the  movement. 
No  one  objected  to  her  leaving  Naples,  for 
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to  most  her  room  was  preferable  to  her 
company.  Lady  Maria  alone  said  she  should 
be  glad  to  accompany  her,  because  she 
should  soon  be  at  her  last  gasp,  if  she  re- 
mained in  that  dreadful  climate. 

Accordingly,  in  a  day  or  two,  Lady 
Strangford  left  Naples ;  and  Lady  Agnes 
rejoiced  over  her  departure,  particularly  on 
Gertrude's  account.  The  old  earl  roused 
himself,  and  seemed  on  the  alert  afterwards. 
Constant  fretting  and  harrassing  the  spirits 
of  those  around  her,  made  Lady  StrangfordV 
presence  more  health -killing  than  the  hea 
of  any  climate  could  do.  As  to  the  earl's 
health  improving  while  she  was  present,  it 
was  impossible.  There  was  no  chance  of 
repose  ;  and  repose  was  the  thing  he  wanted, 
and  craved  after.  He  was  far  better  en- 
gaged in  heavy  diplomatic  duties,  than  to 
be  on  a  tour  with  his  lady.  Wherever  she 
set  her  foot,  there  was  a  farewell  to  peace. 
There  was  nothing  she  could  eat,  and 
nothing  agreed  with  her.     She  could  not 
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sleep  in  the  wretched,  miserable,  foreign 
beds.  Even  Mrs.  Marks  cried  herself  to 
sleep  every  night  from  hearing  her  mis- 
tress's miseries  in  the  day.  What  with  his 
wife  and  her  maid,  the  good  repose-seek- 
ing old  Earl,  had  ample  room  to  com- 
plain, and  to  feel  thankful  when  they  had 
departed. 

The  villa  was  another  place  without  them  ; 
all,  as  inclined,  could  sit  within,  or  in  the 
garden  and  grottoes,  without  fear  of  being 
intruded  upon  by  either  Lady  Strangford, 
or  her  repulsive-looking  confidant ;  in  short 
the  house  no  longer  echoed  with  complaints. 

Gertrude's  health  began  to  improve,  but 
she  was  still  weak.  They  were  obliged  to 
carry  her  from  room  to  room.  A  great 
change  had  come  over  her,  for  though  there 
was  an  amendment  in  her  health,  her  spirits 
did  not  keep  pace  with  it.  They  seemed 
entirely  broken.  There  was  none  of  her 
old  impetuosity,  no  repining,  no  sudden 
outbreak    of  excessive  sorrow.      She   was 
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always  quiet  and  patient.  If  a  faint  smile 
came  upon  her  face,  it  was  only  an  acknow- 
ledgment to  her  cousin  for  her  unwearied 
attentions.  She  appeared  to  take  no  in- 
terest in  anything  passing  around  her.  She 
never  asked  after  Anarawd,  nor  did  she 
know,  when  she  was  so  ill,  that  he  had  been 
constantly  in  her  room. 

Anarawd  was  still  in  the  neighbourhood, 
though  not  with  the  Strangfords.  For  his 
own  peace  of  mind,  he  could  not  return  to 
England  till  she  was  more  established  in 
health.  Daily  he  grew  more  anxious  to  see 
her,  but  felt  a  delicacy  in  asking  permission. 

Soon  after  Lady  Strangford  had  left, 
Yarico  carried  her  mistress  into  the  garden. 
She  had  not  been  there  since  the  night  she 
had  escaped  to  the  yacht.  No  reminis- 
cences seemed  to  disturb  her  now,  and  she 
sat  quietly  looking  upon  the  calm  waters 
of  the  Mediterranean,  destitute  of  interest, 
as  if  the  sea  had  been   only  an    English 
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common.  No  one  would  have  supposed 
her  eyes  had  been  familiar  with  those  blue 
waves  in  early  childhood. 

After  she  had  been  sitting  with  her 
cousin  for  some  time,  her  companion  rose 
to  go  and  fetch  a  book,  and  during  her 
absence  Anarawd  Gwynne  entered  the 
garden  not  knowing  she  was  there.  He 
walked  up  to  the  spot  where  she  was  sitting, 
and  came  unexpectedly  before  her.  It  vva? 
with  difficulty  he  could  command  himself. 
In  his  confusion  he  took  her  hand,  which 
she  seemed  scarcely  able  to  raise,  and  asked 
her  if  she  were  better. 

Her  countenance  did  not  change.  In  as 
unruffled  a  tone  as  if  she  had  said  "  good 
morning"  to  an  acquaintance,  she  ejacu- 
lated— 

"  Not  in  Wales?" 

"  No,  I  could  not  leave  Italy  while  you 
were  so  ill ;  I  am  thankful  to  see  you  are 
better.     No  one  can  grieve  for  you  as  1  do. 
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You  will  not,  I  am  certain,  forbid  my 
sympathy.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  again, 
Gertrude,  sincerely  glad  !" 

There  was  a  slight  contraction  of  her 
brow.  She  turned  away  her  head,  and  did 
not  open  her  lips. 

He  then  laid  upon  the  table  a  small 
basket  full  of  beautiful  peaches,  purposely 
brought  for  her.  During  the  painful  interval 
of  silence,  he  pared  one,  divided  it,  and 
placed  the  plate  within  her  reach. 

Lady  Agnes  returned,  looking  anxiously 
at  her  cousin,  and  then  at  the  fruit. 

"  What  splendid  peaches !  quite  ripe  ; 
they  will  be  a  treat  for  you,  Gertrude  ;  we 
generally  find  them  so  hard.  It  is  such 
a  pity  they  so  often  gather  them  before  then- 
ar e  ripe." 

There  was  a  pause.  Lady  Agnes  again 
addressed  her  cousin — 

"  Will  you  not  try  one,  Gertrude?  Ana- 
ravvd  Gwynne  has  pared  one  for  you." 

"  Not  now  !"  she  replied,  "  not  now !" 
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Lady  Agnes  drew  Anarawd  away  to  see 
a  shrub  that  had  lately  eome  into  blossom 
and  was  new  to  her. 

When  they  were  beyond  Gertrude's  hear- 
ing, she  said  to  him— 

"  Mr.  G wynne,  it  would  be  better  for 
both  of  you  not  to  see  each  other  for  a 
little  time  yet ;  excitement  retards  Ger- 
trude's recovery.  Calm  as  she  appears  to 
be,  she  is  not  really  so.  You  must  avoid 
letting  her  see  you  again.  I  have  before 
kept  you  purposely  apart/' 

"  Lady  Agnes,  I  am  painfully  situated," 

"  That  1  am  ready  to  admit,  but  you 
must  have  patience.  Our  great  concern  is 
to  get  her  strong  again,  and  nothing  but 
time  and  care  will  do  that.  Take  my 
advice;  leave  Naples,  and  go  back  to  Wales." 

"  No,  not  to  Wales,  with  my  present 
feelings.  1  could  not  return  home ;  there  are 
too  many  painful  associations  there.  My 
loneliness  would  be  insupportable.  I  have 
not  sold  out  of  the  army,    and  will  join  my 
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regiment  for  a  time ;  I  will  then  return  to 
Wales,  and  begin  a  new  life,  and,  I  hope,  do 
my  duty.  I  have  no  heart  for  attempting 
anything  now.  Nothing  would  prosper,  if 
I  set  about  it" 

"  You  will  speak  differently  in  a  few 
months.  When  you  are  separated,  and 
able  to  reflect  with  calmness,  you  will  not 
only  acknowledge  I  am  right  now,  but  even 
feel  cheerful." 

"  Take  every  care  of  her— promise  me 
that,  and  do  not  conceal  anything  from 
me/'  he  replied,  with  so  much  eagerness 
that  Lady  Agnes  was  startled. 

"  You  may  res.t  satisfied  with  me,  Mr. 
Gwynne ;  you  have  a  friend  who  will  not 
lose  sight  of  your  interest,  though  we  may 
be  so  far  apart.  You  will  not  regret  it  in 
the  ,end ;  let  me  again  urge  you  to  leave 
this  country  immediately." 

"  Without  taking  leave  of  her  ?" 

"  That  seems  a  little  too  hard  ;  only  en- 
deavour not  to  excite  her.  Remember, 
poor  girl,  what  her  sufferings  have  been.'* 
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"  It  is  this  that  I  feel ;  I  see  her  suffering, 
and  know  that  I  am  nothing  to  her.  To 
see  her  so  changed — so  calm,  so  estranged, 
when  we  were  once  so  devoted,  and  that 
those  days  can  never  come  again !  But  I 
must  not  yield  to  my  feelings,  it  is  weak- 
ness. T  must  learn  to  be  as  calm  as  she  is." 
His  voice  was  greatly  agitated. 

"It  is  only  for  a  time ;  she  will  be  the 
same  to  you  as  ever  again,  by  and  bye  Do 
not  despair." 

"  I  wish  I  did  not  despair." 

They  passed  and  repassed  the  shrub  they 
came  to  admire,  taking  no  notice  of  its 
clustering  blossoms,  and  once  more  returned 
to  Gertrude. 

"  Mr.  Gwynne  has  been  telling  me,  he  is 
returning  to  England  to  join  his  regiment. 
We  shall  not  see  him  again." 

u  Not  going  to  Wales  ?"  repeated  Ger- 
trude, slowly. 

"Not  for  the  present.  Have  you  any 
message  you  wish  to  convey  there  ?  Through 
my    agent,    I  can  execute  any  wish   you 
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may  have.    Anything,  Gertrude,  that  I  can 
do  for  you  ?" 

She  roused  herself  for  a  moment.  "  Oh 
no ;  I  only  thought  you  might  be  wanted  at 
Bleddyn." 

"  All  is  so  desolate  there  now ;  I  am  too 
great  a  coward  to  face  it  yet,  though  I 
ought  to  be  there." 

Lady  Agnes  strolled  about  the  garden, 
while  he  took  leave.  They  were  not  long 
together,  and  he  hurried  away  without  stop- 
ping to  speak  to  any  one.  He  observed,  that 
he  would  call  again  late  that  evening,  and 
bid  farewell  to  the  rest  of  the  party. 

When  Lady  Agnes  returned  to  her 
cousin,  Gertrude  said — 

"  Am  I  not  calm  !  I  don't  feel  anything 
as  I  used  to  do." 

In  less  than  a  fortnight  after  Anarawd 
G Wynne's  departure,  Gertrude  was  recom- 
mended change  of  air.  The  earl,  too,  began 
to  fancy,  fond  as  he  was  of  a  warm  climate, 
that  Italy  was  becoming  too  relaxing    It  was 
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therefore  agreed  they  should  leave  Naples, 
and  sail  to  Genoa,  then  by  slow  journeys 
make  their  way  into  Switzerland,  and  so  on 
to  Germany,  if  they  felt  disposed.  They 
determined  to  be  quite  independent  of 
Lady  Strangford,  her  maid,  her  pet  spaniel, 
and  grumbling  temper. 

u  T  should  not  wonder  if  the  mountain 
air  gives  you  more  strength,  Gertrude,  than 
anodynes  or  tonics.  We  must  find,  during 
the  hot  month  of  August,  some  romantic 
habitation  among  the  hills  of  Switzerland, 
one  of  those  salubrious  spots  which  perform 
miracles  upon  invalids,  and  our  friends  are 
ever  raving  about.  You  would  like  to  go  to 
Switzerland,  would  you  not'"" 

u  Yes,  I  am  ready  to  go  anywhere,  my 
dear  uncle.', 

"  It  will  remind  you  of  Wales,  without 
going  so  far.  You  have  no  wish,  my  dear, 
to  return  to  Wales,  have  you?'' 

"No." 

"  Before  Gwynne   went,  I  spoke  to  him 
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about  your  property  there.  You  ought  to 
have  an  agent  of  some  description  to  sec  to 
it  while  you  are  abroad.  This  ought  not  to 
be  neglected.  Is  there  any  one  you  know  to 
appoint?" 

u  There  is  Mr.  Maurice  there.  I  should 
prefer  him  to  anybody,  but  I  don't  know 
whether  he  would  undertake  the  office.' ' 

"  That  was  the  man,  I  conclude,  Gwynne 
referred  to :  he  has  given  him  his  agency. 
It  is  a  pity,  my  dear  Gertrude,  you  did  not 
consult  Gwynne  before  he  left ;  he  would 
have  elucidated  matters,  and  would  have 
done  for  you  what  is  necessary.  I  am 
afraid  now  it  will  be  an  embarrassing  affair 
for  \ou." 

"  Let  it  remain  as  it  is,  please,  uncle ;  I 
would  rather  not  yet  talk  of  my  affairs." 

"  But,  my  dear  Gertrude,  it  is  absolutely 
neccessary,  from  your  being  sole  executrix. 
Nothing  can  be  done  without  you,  and 
matters  can't  go  on  as  they  are.  There  is 
the  yacht  here    still;    that  should   be  sent 

ii  2 
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home  Henry  was  speaking  of  it  to-day. 
You  must  indeed  give  your  attention  a 
little  to  these  things.     It  is  your  duty." 

Gertrude  looked  at  him  pleadingly,  but 
there  was  no  response  from  his  phleg- 
matic nature  and  matter-of-fact  views.  To 
go  out  of  the  general  routine  to  save  a  few 
qualms  of  tender  feelings,  was  entirely  out 
of  his  way.  Feelings  were  to  be  put  aside, 
according  to  existing  circumstances,  or  the 
call  of  reason. 

"What  do  you  wish  me  to  do,  uncle  ?" 

"  Why,  in  the  first  place,  you  will  have 
to  write  to  Lewis's  lawyer,  and  examine 
those  papers  carefully.     Then " 

Gertrude  placed  her  hand  to  her  side, 
and  her  lips  became  livid :  that  he  could 
speak  in  that  unconcerned  manner — he 
could  have  no  regard  for  her  feelings. 

11  It  must  remain  as  it  is,  uncle,"  said  she, 
interrupting    him.        "  I   cannot    give    my 
mind  to  it  now." 
'Lady  Agnes  interfered.     "  There  cannot 
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be  any  real  necessity.  Let  Gertrude  taste 
the  salubrious  air  of  Switzerland  before 
you  embarrass  her  with  business,  papa.  As 
to  the  yacht,  Henry  will  see  to  that.  You 
wish  it  to  go  back  to  Wales ;  do  you  not, 
Gertrude  ?" 

xi  Yes,  please."  She  hastily  left  the  room. 

u  We  shall  never  get  her  well,  my  dear 
father,  if  you  remind  her  of  anything  in 
connection  with  Captain  Lewis  You  have 
unnerved  her  now  for  the  day.  You  forget 
the  shock  she  has  had,  and  how  it  has 
debilitated  her.  Do  not  again  mention  his 
name." 

"  Very  well,  my  dear ;  but  this  weakness 
ought  to  be  conquered  It  is  not  good  to 
nurse  one's  own  grief,  any  more  than  hatch 
grief  for  others.  Both  are  bad  ;  humouring 
it,  my  dear,  remember,  does  not  always 
answer." 

u  We  will  not  dispute  that  point;  only 
oblige  me  by  not  broaching  the  subject  for 
some  time  to  come.     Henry  and  Anarawd 
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G wynne  can  be  her  deputies  for  a  while: 
between  them,  they  can  manage  it." 

In  a  few  weeks  the  family  were  among 
the  alpine  heights  of  Switzerland,  the  pine- 
girt  eminences  and  granite  crags  towering 
above  the  cloud-capped  snows.  In  the 
centre  of  TelFs  much-revered  haunts,  they 
found  a  pleasant  summer  residence.  While 
the  young  viscount  took  delight  in  scaling 
and  exploring  the  crags  and  valleys  within 
his  reach,  Lady  Agnes  and  Gertrude  sailed 
about  the  lake  of  Uri,  or  from  its  bank 
watched  its  fitful  waters,  now  calm,  now 
troubled,  then  again  calm  as  cradled  infancy. 

Here,  in  the  lap  of  the  sublimest  nature, 
where  the  artist  rambles  with  delight  and 
finds  inexhaustible  occupation  lor  the 
mind,  Gertrude  was  diverted  in  some 
degree  from  past  painful  events.  Lady 
Agnes  rejoiced  to  discover,  though  she  kept 
it  to  her  own  bosom,  that  resignation  was 
taking  root  in  Gertrude's  heart.  Indeed,  it 
was   difficult    to   suppose   she  could   stand 
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among  the  giant  Alps,  and  penetrate  the 
solemn  and  dim  forests,  without  her  mind 
being  drawn  from  her  grief,  and  imbibing  a 
salutary  influence.  There  she  felt  her  own 
nothingness  against  the  Power  that  had 
moulded  those  enormous  masses,  unbroken 
by  the  storms  which  swept  over  them.  For 
countless  ages  they  had  stood  looking  down 
upon  the  tiny  sons  of  men,  skimming  over 
the  lake  to  their  daily  labours,  or  seek- 
ing pleasure  as  tourists.  They,  too,  had 
come  to  gaze  upon  the  jagged  peaks  and 
rugged  features  of  that  land ;  and  they 
had  lingered  to  watch  and  admire  the  sudden 
transitions  of  light  and  shade,  sunshine  and 
storm,  crowning  thuse  mighty  summits, 
varying  their  aspect  like  passions  upon  the 
human  face.  How  .could  the  mind,  how- 
ever sorrow-stricken,  miss  losing  some  portion 
of  its  grief,  where  the  impress  of  a  superior 
command  had  shaped  wonders  before  which 
even  man  himself,  in  his  noblest  aspect,  felt 
his  own  insignificance ! 
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The  old  earl  sat  for  hours  in  the  open  air 
on  a  rustic  bench,  with  a  book  upon  his 
knee,  like  Gertrude,  seeking  a  restoration 
to  health,  but  not,  like  her,  suffering  from 
mental  pain.  He  found,  at  last,  that  for 
which  the  duties  and  turmoil  of  a  political 
life  had  sent  him  in  search — health  and 
repose. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


The  yellow  leaves  are  falling  again,  and 
whirling  in  the  air.  Angry  storms  hang 
dark  and  threatening  over  the  beetling  crags 
above  Bleddyn ;  the  grounds  can  no  longer 
boast  of  their  neatness,  and,  all  desolate  and 
forsaken,  tell  of  approaching  winter.  The 
young  proprietor  of  the  land  is  not  there. 
Much  disappointment  is  evinced  among  the 
poor.  They  had  expected  great  things  from 
him  who  was  a  favourite  both  with  cottager 
and  farmer.  Month  after  month  they  looked 
for  him,  but  looked  in  vain  :  he  did  not 
arrive. 

To   return   once   more   to   the  antiquated 
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sign  of  the  last  of  the  Welsh  princes,  already 
described  in  a  former  page  ;  let  the  listener 
in  the  old  kitchen  once  more  place  himself 
by  the  renowned  settle. 

The  hearth  is  piled  up  with  peat,  and 
burning  brightly  as  of  old.  The  men  who 
sit  around  are  smoking  their  pipes  in  silence, 
and  Hugh  Lloyd,  with  a  grandchild  upon 
his  knee,  is  patting  its  head  in  a  thoughtful 
mode. 

"  We  all  seem  flat  to-night,"  said  one  of 
the  men,  breaking  the  silence  and  pouring 
out  a  glass  of  beer.  "  Hugh,  you  are  not 
out  of  temper,  but  you  are  out  of  spirits." 

"  That's  about  it,  said  Hugh.  "  I  was 
thinking  of  poor  Captain  Lewis.  I  no  can 
get  him  out  of  my  head.  The  men,  you  see, 
who  came  here  from  the  yacht  this  morning 
tell  me  a  great  deal  of  the  trouble  — the 
great  trouble — that  come  upon  him  after  he 
left  Clogwyn.  To  think  of  the  poor  gentle- 
man breaking  his  heart  first  after  that  little 
girl,  and  losing  his  senses  like;  then   going 
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and  giving  his  life  to  them  foreigners,  throw- 
ing it  away  like,  was  it  not  ?  It  is  a  pity — 
indeed  it  is  a  pity ;  I  must  be  low  when  I 
think  about  him.  It  is  not  possible  not 
to  feel  sorry." 

Hugh  drew  his  sleeves  across  his  eyes, 
while  his  wife,  who  was  sitting  near,  put  down 
her  knitting  upon  her  lap,  and  said  em- 
phatically— 

"  Well,  indeed,  Hugh  bach,  everybody 
must  be  sorry.  I  never  see  nobody  like  him 
— never.  Do  you  remember  when  he  come 
first  into  this  country  with  his  vessel,  looking 
like  a  boy,  without  any  hair  upon  his  face  ? 
Such  a  fine  young  gentleman  !  From  that 
time  I  never  see  nor  hear  of  him  doing  any 
dirty  thing  in  the  country ;  no,  never.  You 
can't  say  that  of  all  the  gentlemen  who  come 
to  Angharad ;  no,  indeed — they  do  many 
dirty  things,  and  tell  many  things  that  are 
not  true,  and  turn  many  girls'  heads,  and 
make  no  end  of  mischief ;  that's  what  they 
do.     I  see  it  all  my  life  that  way.     It  is  true. 
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But  Captain  Lewis  was  always  a  gentleman  : 
he  speak  friendly,  and  not  proud  to  anybody ; 
but  he  never  forget  he  was  a  gentleman — 
never.  I  am  sure  we  shall  never  have  nobody 
like  him  at  the  Clogwyn  again." 

"  No,  I  don't  think  you  will,"  said  Ellis 
Roberts,  who  had  been  a  few  years  back  the 
head  gardener  at  Bleddyn,  but  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  smoking  his  pipe  at  the  "Llewelyn 
ap  Griffydd"  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
century.  "  Captain  Lewis  was  rich,  and  he 
was  generous.  You  don't  often  see  that. 
Look  at  that  old  Mr.  Lloyd,  who  lives  buried 
among  the  trees  :  he  has  lots  of  money,  and 
no  children  ;  yet  you  never  see  him  give  a 
sixpence  to  the  poor.  I  am  sure  he  would 
look  twenty  times  at  a  penny  before  he  would 
give  it  to  a  blind  man  or  a  beggar,  and  hug 
his  loaf  to  his  heart  before  he  would  divide 
it  with  him.  What  pleasure,  1  wonder,  can 
he  find  in  that?  There  are  many  other 
gentlemen,  too,  I  know  in  this  country,  who 
have  loads  of  money,  but  are  no  better  than 
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misers.  It  is  too  often  that  way.  Yes,  you 
may  take  my  word  for  it,  the  more  money 
people  have,  the  more  they  like  it ;  they  can't 
find  it  in  their  hearts  to  part  with  it.  So, 
it  turns  into  a  curse  with  them.  Now  Captain 
Lewis  was  quite  different :  he  never  turn 
away  his  head  from  the  poor,  or  from  giving 
help  when  it  was  wanted." 

"  Never,"  repeated  Hugh,  emphatically. 

"  Never,"  echoed  his  wife.  u  What  do 
you  think  he  did  when  our  little  Mary  was 
married  ?  He  gave  her  five  pounds.  Did 
you  ever  hear  of  such  a  thing  ?  And  poor 
Hugh,  when  he  got  into  difficulty  in  build- 
ing those  stables,  he  was  so  kind  to  him  ! 
he  help  him  in  every  way.  We  lose  a 
great  friend  in  losing  Captain  Lewis. 
We  can  never  forget  him,  poor  Captain 
bach  !" 

"  Ah  yes,  we  never  had  a  better  friend  nor 
a  better  neighbour,"  said  Hugh,  in  a  serious 
voice. 

It  did  not  matter  whether  they  were   rich 
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or  poor,  in  whatever  sphere  all  were  neigh- 
bours in  Hugh's  idea,  and  Captain  Lewis 
was  a  paragon  of  one. 

"  So  the  '  Cambria'  is  come  ?"  said  Ellis. 
"  Is  she  to  remain  here  during  the  winter  P* 

"  Yes,  she  is  going  to  be  laid  up  :  that 
was  the  orders  they  got." 

"  Did  the  fellows  see  anything  of  the  son 
of  Bleddyn  ?  He  is  somewhere  in  that 
country,  I  hear." 

"  Yes,  and  Lord  Morlif — they  saw  him 
there  as  well.  They  say  he  was  great  with 
the  King  of  Naples,,  and  make  mischief  to 
Captain  Lewis  to  the  last.  I  see  it  odd  a 
man  like  that  can  get  his  bread  and  cheese 
in  every  house  in  this  country,  and  in  other 
countries,  and  Robin  the  poacher,  who  do 
something  not  half  as  bad,  everybody  shut 
the  doors  against  him.  There  is  the  differ- 
ence between  the  great  folks  and  the  poor — 
great  rogues  and  little  ones.  I  see  many 
things  go  wrong  in  the  world,  but  there  is 
no  help  for  it." 
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11  I  see  many  changes,"    remarked  Ellis, 
with  emphasis. 

"  Ay,  indeed,  that's  true.  We  have  sat 
now,  Ellis  Roberts,  for  many  an  evening  by 
this  hearth,  looking  into  the  fire  as  we  do  at 
the  present  moment.  Supposing  we  were  to 
make  an  account  of  all  that  has  taken  place 
in  this  neigh ourhood  since  then.  Begin 
with  the  Plas.  The  old  gentleman  is  gone  ; 
his  son  come  into  the  property,  do  no 
good  to  nobody  ;  break  his  wife's  heart,  and 
treat  his  son  worse  than  his  tenants,  and 
then  drink  himself  to  death.  Now  the 
family  begin  again  with  another  son,  and  I 
am  sorry  he  begin  like  the  father  by  remain- 
ing in  that  country  from  where  the  little 
organs  come,  and  where  the  people  are  so 
wicked  and  foolish  they  do  nothing  but 
dance  and  sing  through  the  Sunday.  It 
must  be  a  bad  place  for  a  young  man.  I 
vex  more  than  people  know,  that  the  son  of 
Bleddyn  should  stay  there,  and  not  come 
home." 
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"  The  people  say  he  will  come  back  a 
Roman  Catholic.  They  make  now  many 
Roman  Catholic  in  that  country.  That 
would  make  the  house  worse  than  it  has 
been." 

"  No,  no ;  they  not  make  a  Roman 
Catholic  of  that  young  gentleman,  I  am  sure. 
I  have  no  fear,  but  I  am  sorry  he  is  not  at 
the  Plas.  Perhaps  he  is  waiting  to  marry 
that  little  girl,  or  does  not  like  to  leave  her 
now  she  is  so  ill.  We  hear  many  things  in 
the  country,  but  indeed,  Ellis,  I  find  it  is 
hard  to  get  at  the  truth.  All  my  life  I  look 
for  the  truth,  and  can't  find  it :  people  don't 
like  any  sort  of  truth,  that  is  my  belief,  or 
we  should  have  more  of  it.  Twenty  different 
stories  are  set  going  now  over  the  country, 
about  Captain  Lewis  and  that  young  lady. 
The  men  from  the  '  Cambria*  bring  another 
story.  It  is  not  possible  to  find  out  which  is 
true.     We  must  wait  and  have  patience." 

"  Indeed,  Lloyd,  we  must  take  that  in 
many  thiugs   now-a-days.     There   are  those 
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Mormons,  that  have  come  here  doing  a  great 
mischief.  That  Sam  Lea,  their  leader,  is 
turning  all  the  girls'  heads.  Have  you  heard 
him  preach,  Hugh  ?' 

"  No.  Turning  the  girls'  heads,  do  you 
say  ?  Why  do  they  go  and  hear  him  ?  why 
do  the  fathers  and  mothers  not  keep  their 
children  from  going  near  that  impostor  ?" 

"  Preaching,  you  know,  preaching — every- 
body runs  after  that.  Sam  Lea  has  a  good 
voice  ;  he  speaks  well,  and  is  a  good-looking 
fellow,  and  so  somehow  they  take  to  him." 

"  I  hope  he  has  not  made  many  go  over 
to  him  ?" 

"  Yes,  Lloyd,  scores  of  them  in  this 
village,  and  many  other  places  about,  and 
you  not  hear  that  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Why,  Lloyd,  you  must  have  been 
asleep.  It  is  only  a  night  or  two  ago,  the 
fellow  was  preaching  himself  hoarse  about 
one  Joe  Smith,  who  forged  a  new  bible,  and 
his    man   Young,    a    great    scoundrel,     in 
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America,  married  to  a  dozen  women  at  one 
time  I  should  have  thought  all  the  town 
must  have  heard  him  !  Dyn  anwyl  !  he 
was  making  such  a  noise,  and  the  women 
were  crying,  and  the  men  looking  at  him  as 
if  he  were  a  prophet.  Don't  I  tell  you, 
8am  Lea  is  in  everybody's  mouth,  and  is 
doing  more  mischief  in  the  country  by  his 
wicked  doctrines  than  was  ever  done  before. 
That's  my  opinion." 

i(  Why  does  not  Mr.  Maurice,  the  clergy- 
man, do  something  to  prevent  him  ?" 

"  Tut,  it  is  not  possible — the  fellow  would 
shake  his  fist  at  him,  and  tell  him  to  mind 
his  own  business." 

a  Indeed,  Ellis,  this  will  never  do.  Let 
our  little  Angharad  have  those  sinners 
preaching  in  our  streets !"  cried  Hugh, 
shaking  himself  with  a  look  of  great  con- 
cern. "  Those  Mormons  are  worse  than 
Roman  Catholics — we  won't  have  them 
here.  They  ought  to  be  whipped  out  of  the 
town,  or  shipped  off  to  sea — the  best  ballast 
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the  ships  eould  carry  with  them.  Those 
fellows,  every  rag  of  them,  are  no  better 
than  devils,  enticing  the  poor  to  America 
under  a  promise  of  land,  and  cheating  them 
there  when  all  their  money  is  gone,  and 
they  can't  get  home  again — no  never !" 

"  That  is  true,  Lloyd  ;  but  it  is  not  easy 
to  get  the  ballast  into  the  vessels.  As  long 
as  Sam  Lea  has  his  hook,  he  will  fish  ;  and 
so  there  is  no  hope.  Besides,  whose  fault 
is  it  but  the  people's  own,  who  will  follow 
anything? — they  are  so  ignorant." 

"  It  is  no  use  your  talking  in  this  way, 
Ellis.  We  must  drive  them  out,  if  we  have 
to  run  at  them  with  our  fists.  Our  little 
place  will  become  another  Salt  Lake.  .  I 
never  see  such  a  thing  !  Hang  the  fellow  ! 
we  will  collar  him,  and  carry  him  off  to 
prison  till  we  can  send  him  back  lo  his 
Salt  Lake.  Indeed,  it  will  never  do  to  let 
things  go  on  in  this  way.  But  here  it  is, 
you  see  :  the  best  man  to  have  helped  us  is 
gone  —  Captain    Lewis    would    have    been 

vol.  in.  i 
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ready  in  a  minute — and  the  young  master 
not  at  the  Plas.  If  he  had  been  here,  I 
would  have  gone  to  him  to-night — I  would 
indeed.     Now,  there  is  nobody/' 

"  No,  Hugh,  nobody  that  I  know  of. 
That  old  Lloyd  there,  getting  all  his  money 
out  of  the  country,  as  he  does — he  cares 
not  a  rap  for  any  of  us,  or  his  own  soul 
either.  I  believe,  if  he  saw  the  Mormons 
springing  up  in  his  fields  like  mushrooms, 
he  would  only  put  his  hands  in  his  pocket, 
tie  up  his  lips,  and  grin.  I  never  see  such 
an  old  dog  as  that  is  !  It  is  a  great  shame, 
he  keeps  all  his  gold  tied  up  in  a  napkin, 
not  doing  anything  with  it.  I  was  his 
gardener  for  half  a  year,  and  I  saw  enough 
of  him  to  make  me  say  when  I  walked  out 
of  his  gates, '  Thank  God,  I  am  not  a  rich 
man.'  " 

"  How  long  has  this  Sam  Lea  been 
here?"  inquired  Hugh,  returning  to  the 
old  subject. 

l(  Nearly  six  months.*' 
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"  Six  months!    and  I  only  just  hear  of 
him  ?" 

u  It  is  strange  you  did  not  hear  of  him 
before ;  but  one  thing  is  true :  at  first  he 
was  very  quiet,  sneaking  about  the  country ; 
it  is  only  just  now  he  come  out  strong,  and 
look  big/' 

"  He  shall  look  small  before  long.  Let 
the  son  of  Bleddyn  come  home,  and  we 
shall  see  if  something  will  not  be  done." 

"  Yes,  the  son  of  Bleddyn  might  help 
you  ;  but  you  see  he  is  not  here,  and  this 
Sam  Lea  is  getting  a  new  wife  every  day. 
We  lose  time  in  that  way.  Besides,  the 
fault  is  the  people's  own  foolishness.  I  say 
it  again,  why  do  they  crowd  to  hear  his 
nonsense,  and  get  their  families  corrupted  ? 
It  is  their  own  fault,  I  say." 

Hugh,  getting  up,  and  thrusting  his  hands 
into  his  pockets,  and  strutting  about  with 
an  unusual  fierce  look,  said — 

"  Ellis,  I  will  tell  you  what  —  I  am 
longing   to   put   my  fist   into   his   eyes  — 
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longing  in  my  heart  to  knock  him  without 
mercy  about  the  head.  It  is  an  ugly  dis- 
grace that  there  should  be  any  one  in  An- 
gharad  who  would  give  the  rascal  a  roof  or  a 
bed  to  lie  upon.  That's  what  I  will  tell 
them  all.  They  encourage  him.  If  that 
sinner  were  to  come  to  my  house,  I  would 
kick  him  out — I  don't  know  what  I  would 
not  do,  but  for  the  law.  There  is  nothing, 
indeed,  'pon  my  word,  too  bad  for  a  Mor- 
mon r 

"  I  think  Sam  Lea  must  have  known  he 
would  not  have  received  civil  treatment  if  he 
came  here,  and  that  is  the  reason  he  has 
not  been  to  pay  you  a  visit,"  said  Ellis, 
with  a  broad  grin.  u  He  is  a  clever  fellow  : 
he  knows  where  the  fish  are  to  be  found ; 
and  he  knows  too,  when  he  has  them,  how  to 
tickle  them.  He  is  a  knowing  dog,  Master 
Sam.  You  should  see  him  going  about  as 
he  does,  with  his  hat  slouched  over  his  eyes, 
peeping  out  of  the  corners  of  them  at  the 
girls  as  they  pass  him,   giving  them  a  little 
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look,  and  asking  them  questions.  It  is  in 
that  way  he  becomes  acquainted  with  them." 
"  Dear  anwyl !  what  is  to  be  done  ?  You 
hear  all  these  horrible  things,  Molly.  Mind 
you  tell  the  girls  they  must  never  look  at 
Sam  Lea — never  listen  to  a  word  that  comes 
out  of  his  wicked  mouth.  They  are  devils 
in  the  shape  of  men — that's  what  Mormons 
are,  and  nothing  more.  Tell  the  girls — 
frighten  them — indeed  you  must.  If  that 
devil  were  to  get  hold  of  any  of  my  children, 
I  sure  I  should  never  hold  up  my  head 
again ;  I  should  break  my  heart.  To 
think  of  those  devils  coming  here  to  try  and 
make  a  Salt  Lake  of  this  little  town  !  I 
wish  we  could  get  the  son  of  Bleddyn  home. 
How  glad  I  should  be  to  see  his  face  again ! 
He  is  the  only  man  left  who  would  stir  a 
finger  for  us.  I  was  flat  before  I  hear  this 
news  ;  I  don't  know  what  I  shall  be  now. 
I  am  sure  I  shall  not  sleep  to-night.  No- 
thing vex  me  so  much  as  to  see  bad  people 
make  more    people    bad.     Do   you   under- 
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stand,  Ellis  ?  Angharad  has  gone  down  too 
low  now,  without  having  any  of  those  im- 
postors from  the  Salt  Lake." 

Hugh  was  flushed,  and  could  not  compose 
himself.  His  little  grandchild  sat  upon  the 
floor  looking  at  him  in  amazement,  and 
did  not  in  the  least  comprehend  what  the 
disturbance  meant,  never  sitting  for  a  whole 
hour  so  quiet  before. 

"  Well,  come,  come,"  said  his  wife,  <tf  it  is 
no  use  3  our  vexing  about  a  crooked  thing, 
when  you  have  no  hand  to  put  it  straight — 
sit  down,  Hugh,  and  be  quiet.  The  son  of 
Bleddyn  will  come  before  the  snow,  I  fancy. 
Ellis,  did  you  ever  see  a  man  like  Hugh  ? 
He  is  always  for  doing  everything  in  a 
minute.  If  something  pass  over  his  mind 
in  the  middle  of  the  night,  he  would  get  up, 
light  his  candle,  and  go  and  do  it,  whatever 
it  was,  in  the  house  or  out  of  the  house. 
He  is  odd  in  many  things.  Look  at  him 
now  !  He  will  never  be  quiet  any  more,  till 
Sam   Lea   and  his  wives  are  made  ballast. 


COUNTRY   LANDLORDS,  175 

So  we  must  all  pray  for  the  son  of  Bleddyti 
to  come  home,  if  only  for  Hugh's  sake. 
He  will  get  a  fever  before  the  winter. 
Come,  do  sit  down  and  compose  yourself." 

"  Stop  !"  cried  Ellis,  suddenly  putting  his 
hand  on  Hugh's  arm ;  "  do  you  not  hear 
something  ?" 

"  It  is  a  carriage,"  said  the  host. 

"  It  is  only  Mr.  Lloyd,  I  think,  going 
home.  He  has  been  dining  out.  He  is 
very  fond  of  a  good  dinner,  though  he  never 
would  give  his  servants  one.  Salt  her- 
lings,  and  potatoes  in  their  jackets — they 
come  before  my  eyes  like  the  cabbages  in 
the  garden.  I  have  never  before  or  since 
seen  so  many  in  my  life."  The  words  were 
accompanied  by  a  malicious  grin. 

"  Don't  always  be  finding  fault  with  that 
old  gentleman,"  said  the  hostess,  reprovingly ; 
"  it  is  not  good,  Ellis  ;  no,  no,  keep  the 
tongue  quiet." 

u  If  a  man  is  such  a  screw,  everybody  has 
a  right  to  pitch  at  him  :   that  is  flat." 

The  carriage  that  had  been  heard  in  the 
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distance,  at  that  moment  came  rattling  over 
the  stones  in  front  of  the  house,  and  drove 
up  to  the  door,  to  the  astonishment  of  all, 

"  What  does  the  old  gentleman  want  here, 
I  wonder,  at  this  time  of  night  ?"  cried  Ellis, 
starting  up  and  turning  his  back  to  the  fire, 
"  I  don't  want  to  see  his  face." 

"  It  is  not  Mr.  Lloyd's  carriage — there 
are  a  pair  of  horses  here,"  exclaimed  Hugh, 
hurrying  away ;  and  no  sooner  had  he  reached 
the  vehicle,  than  the  candle  in  his  hand  dis- 
covered to  him  the  features  he  had  been 
longing  to  see,  and  he  was  greeted  by  the 
welcome  tones  of — 

"  Well,  Lloyd,  how  are  you?  All  well,  I 
hope  ?" 

"  Yes,  thank  you,  Mr.  Gwynne.  Welcome 
home.  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  back  !  You 
have  been  a  long  time  away,  sir." 

"  Yes,  but  here  I  am  at  last,  and  thank 
you,  Lloyd  ;  a  welcome  always  fetches  its 
price.  I  called  to  inquire  whether  Mr.  Cad 
Maurice  is  in  town." 

"  No,  sir ;  he  was  here  this  morning,  but 
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left  this  afternoon.     Shall  I  send  to  him  for 

vou  ?" 

* 

"  Oh  no,  thank  you ;  one  of  the  men  can 
easily  go  in  the  morning.  I  fancied  he 
might  be  at  the  Rectory — that  was  all.  Good 
night." 

The  carriage  drove  off,  and  Hugh  bounded 
into  the  kitchen  in  an  ecstasy. 

"  He  is  come — indeed  he  is  come  1  this 
very  night — is  it  not  funny  ?" 

"  You  are  joking,  Hugh — you  are  joking." 

"  No,  Molly ;  indeed  I  have  seen  him, 
and  spoken  to  him  :  it  is  quite  true.  I  am 
so  glad  f' 

"  Well,  it  is  strange.  The  housekeeper 
was  here  this  morning,  and  she  tell  me  she 
did  not  know  when  he  would  be  back.  How 
glad  the  servants  will  be  !  Hugh  bach,  re- 
member you  must  now  leave  off  vexing." 

She  turned  to  address  the  men  : 

"  Is  it  not  curious  how  fond  Hugh  is  of 
the  son  of  Bleddyn  ?  Just  look  at  the  differ- 
ence of  his  face.  Five  minutes  ago,  he  look  as 

I  2 
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if  he  were  breaking  his  heart ;  and  now  lie 
looks  as  happy  as  a  boy  just  come  from 
school." 

"  Well,  don't  you  see,  we  are  to  get  rid  of 
Sam  Lea  now,"  said  Ellis,  with  a  grin.  "  He 
need  not  be  in  any  more  hurry  to  knock  his 
eyes  out.  But  what  made  him  stop  here, 
Hugh  ?" 

"  It  was  only  to  ask  about  his  agent.  If 
things  don't  improve  at  Angharad  now  with 
our  new  master  and  his  agent,  the  most 
honest  and  good-natured  man  in  the  country, 
it  won't  be  their  fault,  I  am  sure.  Oh  dear  ! 
I  was  thinking  again  of  poor  Captain  Lewis. 
He  would  have  liked  to  have  seen  this  change; 
he  never  liked  Mr.  M'Farlane,  and  he  was 
right  in  what  he  said  of  him — he  would 
make  mischief,  and  so  he  did.  There  was 
not  a  tenant  who  would  welcome  him  to  his 
house.  That  says  at  once  there  was  some- 
thing wrong  in  the  man,  and  not  the  tenants, 
do  you  see?" 

"  I  saw  it  a  long  time  ago,  Lloyd,  and   I 
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have  need  to  remember  it,  for  through  him 
I  lost  my  place,  and  many  other  poor  fellows 
were  served  the  same.  Everybody,  I  think, 
must  be  glad  they  don't  see  that  Scotchman's 
face  in  this  country  now,  and  that  we  get  a 
new  agent  at  last." 

The  more  Hugh  Lloyd  reflected,  the  more 
excited  he  became.  We  are  afraid  to  say 
how  many  times  he  reiterated — "  He  is 
come — he  is  really  come  !" 

His  wife  laughed,  and  the  men  laughed 
at  him. 

"  Well,  Lloyd,  we  had  better  all  be  jolly 
to-night,  and  have  some  more  beer  to  drink 
our  young  landlord's  good  health, "  cried 
several  merry  voices. 

"  Yes,  that  we  will — I  will  treat  you  all, 
my  lads,"  responded  the  host,  beckoning  to 
a  servant  to  replenish  the  beer.  A  moment 
afterwards,  jumping  on  a  chair  with  a  glass 
in  his  hand,  he  shouted  in  a  cheerful  voice — 

"  Now' lads,  health  and  prosperity  to  our 
young  landlord;    may  that  little  girl   soon 
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come  back  into  the  country  as  his  wife,  and 
we  have  no  other  agent  than  Mr.  Cad  Maurice. 
Hip,  hip,  hurrah  !     Hip,  hip,  hurrah  I" 

Nine  times  was  this  repeated,  and  the 
kitchen  was  in  an  uproar. 

Ignorantlyandinnocently,AnarawdGwynne 
was  the  cause  of  the  men  walking  home  that 
night  without  feeling  the  ground,  and  having 
rather  an  odd  sensation  in  the  upper  story. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


The  evening  was  damp,  still,  and  dreary. 
November  is  always  dreary.  Even  the  joy- 
ous heart  of  youth  is  sometimes  cast  down 
by  the  denseness  of  the  atmosphere.  We 
cannot,  then,  wonder  at  Anarawd  Gwynne 
feeling  depressed  as  he  sauntered  down  the 
winterly  and  untidy  drive,  scattering  the 
leaves  as  he  went  along.  His  home,  as  he 
expected  it  would  be,  was  desolate ;  he  too 
was  desolate.  How  should  he  find  it  other- 
wise ?  Had  his  mother  been  alive,  her  voice 
would  have   been    there   to  welcome  him. 
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He  would  still  have  had  her  to  care  about, 
and  there  would  have  been  some  cheerful- 
ness left  to  him.  As  it  was,  he  felt  isolated. 
She  was  no  more !  Gertrude,  the  only 
being  he  could  nestle  to  his  heart,  was 
changed.  Time  was,  that  their  hearts  had 
once  been  entwined  together,  as  well  as  their 
thoughts.  An  iron  heart  was  required  to 
struggle  against  his  fate ;  yet  he  must  bear 
it,  and  he  would  bear  it.  It  was  neces- 
sary he  should  be  stout  and  courageous 
and  hopeful,  when,  wTith  all  his  wealth 
in  his  possession,  he  had  such  mighty 
duties  to  perform.  On  coming  into  his 
property,  a  heavy  responsibility  rested  upon 
his  shoulders.  To  trifle  with  that  responsi- 
bility, would  be  trifling  with  his  soul.  His 
prayer  was  to  do  his  duty,  to  bear  his  lot, 
and  not  undervalue  the  blessings  which  he 
was  still  permitted  to  enjoy. 

He  was  on  his  way  to  the  Rectory ;  but  it 
was  so  dark  when  he  reached  the  garden- 
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gate,  that  he  had  to  grope  his  way  through 
the  laurels  before  he  could  find  the  porch. 

In  the  lobby,  he  was  met  by  a  happy 
group  of  children  playing  at  hide-and-seek. 
The  moment  they  heard  his  voice,  there 
was  a  clamorous  greeting.  One  of  the 
little  boys,  in  a  state  of  excitement,  caught 
him  by  the  hand  and  pulled  him.  along 
towards  the  sitting  -  room,  exclaiming, 
"  Grandpapa  !  grandpapa  !  young  Mr. 
G wynne  is  here  ;  he  is  come  home." 

The  venerable  antiquary  was  sitting  in 
his  accustomed  seat  by  the  fireside.  He 
welcomed  his  young  friend  with  his  wonted 
cordiality. 

It  was  impossible  for  the  old  man  to 
claim  his  attention  while  the  children  were 
clinging  about  him  and  asking  him  ques- 
tions— why  he  did  not  come  home  before  ? 
They  had  been  many  times  round  the  garden 
and  grounds  at  Bleddyn,  looking  for  him, 
and  had  peeped  into  the  windows  to  see  if 
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he  had  come  back.  He  told  them,  when  he 
left,  he  would  come  back  soon  ;  why  had  he 
not  done  so  ? 

One  little  boy  who  was  sitting  upon  his 
knee,  looked  up  eagerly  in  his  face,  and 
said.,  impetuously — 

"  Mr.  Gwynne,  will  you  tell  me,  are  you 
a  Roman  Catholic?  Nurse  told  me  that 
they  say  you  are.  I  don't  want  you  to 
be  a  Roman  Catholic ;  you  must  not  be  a 
Roman  Catholic." 

"  Well,  my  little  fellow,"  said  Anarawd, 
smiling,  "I  am  not  a  Roman  Catholic,  if 
that  is  any  comfort  to  you.  I  have  no 
inclination  to  forsake  my  own  church." 

"  I  am  so  glad  I"  said  the  child.  il  They 
said  you  would  have  dark-looking  men,  with 
long  coats  and  funny  hats,  up  at  Bleddyn  ; 
and  that  you  would  be  always  grave,  and 
never  come  and  talk  to  us." 

"That  would  be  bad  treatment  of  my 
little  friends,  to  take  no  notice  of  them." 
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"  Yes,  I  should  be  sorry.'* 

"  And  I  too,  and  I  too,"  repeated  the 
little  party,  crowding  round  him. 

a  Why,  you  little  things  !  you  look  as  seri- 
ous as  if  you  thought  this  idle  report  were 
true."  Anarawd  could  not  suppress  a  laugh. 
"  I  think,"  said  he,  u-  the  people  in  the 
neighbourhood  might  find  something  better 
to  talk  about." 

"  Come,  you  little  magpies  !  go  back  to 
your  romps  j  I  want  to  have  Mr.  Gwynne 
all  to  myself,"  said  the  antiquary. 

With  reluctance,  the  children  obeyed. 

"  You  are  not  accustomed  to  such  noisy 
brnts,  and  they  take  such  liberties  with  you, 
Mr  Gwynne.  I  am  out  of  patience  with 
them." 

u  Pray  don't  allow  that  to  disturb  your 
tranquillity,  sir.  It  is  a  pity  to  check  the 
warmth  of  children ;  I  like  to  see  them 
thoroughly  children.  Liltle,  happy  crea- 
tures, how  well  they  are  looking !  " 

"  Yes.,  thank  God.  The  doctor  has  not 
been  near  us  since  you  left.     But  you  are 
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not  looking  well,  Mr.  Gwynne.     When  did 
you  return  ?  " 

"  Last  Monday ;  and  you  are  the  first  I 
have  come  to  see." 

"  That  is  kind  of  you,  to  come  and  visit  a 
stupid  old  man,  who  is  more  dependent 
upon  society  than  he  used  to  be,  and  less 
able  to  make  himself  agreeable.  My 
memory  fails  me,  and  my  eyesight  is  going. 
Yes,  my  young  friend,  I  am  getting  old,  and 
shall  totter  into  my  grave  some  of  these 
days ;  perhaps  before  long." 

"  The  young  go  before  the  old  in  number- 
less instances.  You  may  still  outlive  many 
of  your  neighbours,  Mr.  Maurice.,' 

"  True,  true  ;  look  at  poor  Lewis.  I  was 
indeed  grieved  to  hear  of  his  melancholy 
end.  What  a  terrible  blow  to  that  sweet 
girl,  so  deeply  as  she  was  attached  to  him  ! 
Is  she  still  on  the  continent  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  the  Strangfords  will  remain  abroad 
the  whole  winter." 

"A    most    singular    history    theirs   has 
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turned  out  to  be,"  said  the  old  man, 
stroking  his  chin  thoughtfully,  and  wiping 
the  moisture  from  his  eyes.  "  There  was 
always  a  mystery  attached  to  Lewis : 
intimate  as  I  was  at  Clogwyn,  1  never  heard 
him  speak  of  his  wife.  At  the  time,  I 
remember,  I  was  inclined  to  believe  the 
current  report  that  his  wife  was  alive,  and 
they  were  separated.  I  always  found  Lewis  a 
delightful  companion,  so  full  of  intelligence  ; 
he  read  a  great  deal,  and  his  knowledge 
of  the  world  exceeded  that  of  other  men. 
I  was  continually  struck  at  his  devotion  to 
his  daughter,  and  her  attachment  to  him 
was  singular." 

After  a  pause,  he  added — 

"  I  have  experienced  great  kindness 
from  Lewis,  and  have  seen  much  in  him  to 
admire  :  there  never  was  a  more  charitable, 
generous,  kind-hearted  creature;  but  he 
sprung  from  an  unfortunate  family.  Mis- 
fortune dots  sometimes  run  through  families 
for  generations." 
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a  Are  you,  then,  acquainted  with  his 
history  ?"  asked  Anarawd. 

"Do  you  doubt  it,  my  young  friend? 
How  could  you  ask  me  such  a  question  ? 
What  histories  and  pedigrees  are  there  of 
all  the  families  in  the  twelve  counties  of 
Wales  that  I  do  not  know  ?" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir  ;  I  am  afraid  I 
was  a  little  absent.  Your  old  pupil  should 
not  have  made  such  a  blunder  as  that." 

«  He— he— "  laughed  the  old  man.  "  The 
army  and  the  continent,  I  am  afraid,  have 
spunged  out  your  love  for  antiquities.  You 
have  forgotten  the  triads  and  legends,  and 
your  zeal  for  the  Cambro-Britons  is  gone.,, 

"  Not  in  the  least,  sir,  but  present  duties 
absorb  my  leisure  hours :  I  cannot  neglect 
them.  I  am,  however,  interrupting  you  ; 
pray  go  on.  I  am  anxious  to  hear  all  I 
can  of  poor  Lewis.     I  am  interested/' 

"  Let  me  see :  you  are  not  aware,  I 
believe,  that  the  real  family  name  is  Briscoe. 
Lewis's  father's   name    was   Briscoe   Lewis 
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Briscoe :  he  dropped  the  Briscoe  when  he 
went  to  Spain.  Now,  to  make  it  clear  to 
you,  1  must  go  back  as  far  as  Lewis's  grand- 
father. You  know  that  old  tumble-down 
house  in  the  hollow  below  Clogwyn — a 
curious  building,  with  high  chimneys  and  a 
gate-house  in  the  front  of  it.  That  was 
the  old  family  mansion,  where  he  lived 
and  Lewis's  father  was  born.  A  century 
and  a  half  ago,  that  family  and  your  family 
were  upon  an  equal  footing.  Those  farms 
on  the  south  of  Bleddyn  once  belonged  to 
the  Briscoes.  Your  father,  I  should  ima- 
gine, never  troubled  his  head  to  examine 
his  pedigree,  or  he  would  have  discovered 
that  Lewis,  the  man  in  whom  he  always 
picked  holes,  and  called  him  a  low  fellow, 
had  as  good  blood  in  his  veins  as  he 
himself,  Both  families  rose  from  the  same 
stem,  and  you  are  distantly  related  to  Lewis. 
The  difference  between  the  two  families  was 
this :  the  Gwynnes  were  always  fortunate, 
the   Briscoes  never;    the    Gwynnes  rather 
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close,  the  Briscoes  over-generous.  Conse- 
quently, the  Briscoes  got  into  difficulties  ; 
their  property  was  mortgaged,  and  timber 
cut  down  to  pay  their  yearly  debts.  First,  I 
should  tell  you,  Briscoe  Lewis's  father  had 
three  brothers,  two  of  whom  died  in  India, 
and  one  was  lost  at  sea.  Briscoe,  though  a 
younger  child,  at  his  father  s  decease  came 
into  the  family  estate.  It  would  have  been 
better  for  him  if  he  had  shaken  it  off  his 
shoulders.  Much  to  his  disappointment, 
he  soon  found  the  property  was  mortgaged  ; 
and  getting  into  the  hands  of  the  lawyers, 
they  sacked  him,  as  usual  in  such  cases. 
But  this  was  not  what  drove  Briscoe  out  of 
the  country,  but  a  different  affair.  There 
was  an  attachment  between  Briscoe  and 
your  grandfather's  sister ;  and  when  the 
poor  fellow  became  involved  in  difficulties, 
the  family  opposed  the  connection.  One  of 
the  lady's  brothers  treated  him  most  un- 
handsomely. Both  passionate  men.  they 
quarrelled  and  had  a  duel,   and  your  great- 
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uncle  was  mortally  wounded.  Briscoe,  of 
course,  had  to  fly  the  country.  He  was 
never  seen  nor  heard  of  from  that  time; 
till  Lewis  came  upon  this  coast  with  a  fine- 
built  vessel.  Some  suspected  he  might  be 
Briscoe's  son ;  but  it  was  not  known  till 
Williams  of  Hafod  died,  and  he  came 
forward  to  lay  claim  to  the  property.  It 
was  the  last  slip  of  land  remaining  in  the 
family.  Old  Williams  was  a  Welsh  uncle 
to  Lewis ;  what  in  England  would  be  con- 
sidered a  second  cousin. " 

"  Did  you  ever  speak  to  Lewis  about  his 
family?" 

"Frequently.  It  was  he  who  gave  me 
the  remainder  of  poor  Briscoe's  history. 
When  he  left  Wales,  it  seems,  through  the 
interest  of  a  friend  he  was  sent  on  a 
mercantile  errand  to  Barcelona.  There  it 
was  he  met  his  wife,  the  daughter  of  a 
wealthy  merchant.  Her  mother  was  a 
Neapolitan  ;  and  this  gave  Lewis  a  mixture 
of  Italian,  Spanish,  and  Welsh  blood.     Poor 
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soul !  it  is  little  to  be  wondered  at,  his 
showing  such  strong  affection  for  that  in- 
teresting girl,  and  behaving  in  the  way  he 
did.  Many  condemn  him  ;  I  pity  him.  It 
was  a  sad  affair !  His  father,  he  told  me, 
died  when  he  was  thirteen ;  and  after  his 
death,  his  grandfather  adopted  him.  He 
coaxed  the  old  man  into  giving  him  a  vessel; 
and  you  know  how  fond  of  the  sea  he  was. 
For  several  years  he  lived  an  erratic  life  ; 
sometimes  cruising  in  the  Mediterranean, 
sometimes  upon  this  coast,  and  then  he  went 
to  Australia  to  look  after  his  grandfather's 
affairs.  Now,  my  young  friend,  you  are  in  full 
possession  of  that  unfortunate  man's  history; 
and  you  will  agree  with  me  in  affirming,  he 
has  not  been  treated  in  this  neighbourhood 
as  he  merited.  They  have  been  envious  of 
him,  Mr.  Gwynne.  Few  took  the  interest 
in  Angharad  that  he  did,  and  few  have 
done  so  much  general  good.  You  would  be 
surprised  if  you  were  to  see  the  sums  of 
money  that  have  gone    through   my   son's 
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hands  for  charitable  purposes.  We  cannot 
say  he  has  taken  leave  of  the  world  without 
benefiting  many  of  his  fellow-creatures,  and 
doing  his  duty  while  he  was  among  us. 
His  loss  will  be  felt,  and  many,  I  hope,  will 
be  ready  to  admit  they  have  wronged  him." 

"  My  father  was  bitter  against  him — can 
you  tell  me  the  reason  ?  As  for  old  family 
quarrels,  he  would  not  have  troubled  his 
head  about  them,  I  am  convinced." 

"  Oh  no,  they  were  not  the  reason. 
When  Lewis  first  came  into  this  country, 
he  and  your  father  were  great  friends.  He 
was  constantly  up  at  Bleddyn — Lord  Morlif 
was  here  at  the  time.  There  was  a  quarrel 
took  place — young  men,  you  know,  will  get 
quarrelling  ;  but  it  is  better  not  to  recall 
the  past.  It  will  do  you  no  good  to  hear  it. 
I  shall  merely  defend  Lewis  by  saying  I 
think  your  father  took  every  opportunity  of 
injuring  Lewis's  reputation,  and  did  him 
serious  harm.  There  was  a  wild  set  of 
young  men  in  the  country  at   that  time,  and 
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Lewis  was  too  honourable  for  them,  that  was 
the  fact." 

The  old  man  pushed  his  spectacles  off 
his  nose,  and  seemed  a  little  exhausted. 

"  Lewis  had  a  handsome,  interesting 
face.  I  saw  him  in  his  coffin,"  said 
Anarawd,  breaking  a  long  pause. 

"  Did  you  ?  poor  soul !  Well,  I  shall 
soon  follow  him  !  We  old  fellows  do  not 
mourn  as  youth  does — we  are  on  the  wing, 
fluttering  between  life  and  death.  Hand- 
some ?  yes,  and  a  commanding  figure,  too. 
All  the  Briscoes  were  a  fine  race,  but  in 
face  Lewis  did  not  in  the  least  resemble 
them — they  were  fair.  No  doubt  he  took 
after  his  mother's  family.  Those  dark  eyes, 
and  hairr  and  fine  beard,  made  him  very 
foreign-looking.  When  I  first  saw  him 
playing  with  his  little  child, — I  shall  never 
forget  it.  She  so  fair  and  fairy-like,  and  he 
with  his  noble  face — it  comes  now  before 
my  vision  as  a  picture  would  do.  I  can 
recall  many  pleasant  evenings  at  Clogwyn. 
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It  is  all  over  now — I  seem  to  outlive  every- 
thing and  everybody." 

"  The  weather  is  lowering,  sir — I  am 
afraid  it  depresses  you,  for  it  depresses  me." 

"  Yes,  I  am  always  thankful  when  No- 
vember is  over.  So  much  rain,  so  much 
mist,  earth  and  air  seem  locked  together  in 
each  other's  arms." 

The  door  at  that  moment  opened,  and 
Mrs.  Maurice,  the  rector's  wife,  entered. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  home  again,  Mr. 
Gwynne.  You  will  stay  and  have  some  tea 
with  us  ?     It  is  all  ready  in  the  next  room." 

Anarawd  hesitated. 

"  Perhaps  you  have  not  had  your  din- 
ner?" 

"  Oh,  that  does  not  matter — a  cup  of  tea 
is  always  grateful.  Allow  me,  sir,  to  help 
you." 

He  gave  the  old  gentleman  his  arm,  and 
they  followed  Mrs.  Maurice  into  the  next 
room.  Anarawd  was  glad  he  had  consented 
to  stay.     It  was  reviving  to  see  so  many 
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young  happy  faces  sitting  round  the  tea- 
table. 

One  of  the  little  girls  came  coaxingly  up 
to  him,  and  catching  hold  of  his  hand, 
whispered — 

"  Will  you  let  me  sit  by  you,  Mr.  Gwynne  ? 
will  you  ?" 

On  obtaining  permission,  she  clapped  her 
hands,  and  was  the  envy  of  all  the  little 
party.  Mr.  Gwynne  seemed  everything 
with  them.  The  toys  he  had  once  given 
them  were  treasured  and  held  in  greater 
value  than  all  the  others  they  possessed. 
The  elder  girls  sat  quiet,  and  seemed  to 
stand  in  awe  of  their  visitor,  occasionally 
whispering  to  the  little  ones  not  to  worry 
Mr.  Gwynne  by  going  too  near  him. 

Mrs.  Maurice  ordered  some  fowls  and 
cold  meat  to  be  brought.  Everything 
looked  inviting ;  and  were  the  truth  told, 
the  young  squire  enjoyed  that  tea  far  more 
with  those  little  merry  faces  about  him, 
4han  he  would  have   done   his  own    solitary 
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stately    meal  at  home,  with  none  but    the 
servants  in  attendance. 

"  Is  not  Mr.  Williams  Maurice  at  home  ?" 
he  inquired,  when  they  were  seated. 

"  Yes,  papa ;  he  will  be  here  directly," 
echoed  several  voices.  "  I  saw  him  come 
in,  a  moment  ago." 

Shortly  afterwards,  the  rector  made  his 
appearance,  and  was  as  pleased  as  all  the 
rest  of  the  family  at  giving  Mr.  Gwynne  a 
welcome. 

"  I  am  anxious  to  ask  you  a  few  questions 
with  regard  to  those  Mormons/'  said  Ana- 
rawd,  when  the  repast  was  finished,  and  the 
chairs  were  placed  near  the  fire.  "  Lloyd 
from  the  '  Llewelyn  '  was  speaking  to  me  on 
the  subject.  The  man  seems  miserable. 
They  are  a  dangerous  body  to  get  into  a 
town  :  something  must  be  done  immedi- 
ately." 

"  Mr.  Gwynne,  I  have  been  wanting  you 
home  sadly.  It  is  impossible  to  do  without 
you.  The  clergyman  cannot  do  all  he  wishes 
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without  an  auxiliary.  I  find  I  have  no  one 
now  to  look  to  but  you." 

"  I  shall  be  here  all  the  winter,  so  you 
can  command  me  when  you  please,  Mr. 
Maurice.  I  should  be  happy  to  render  all 
the  assistance  possible  to  benefit  this  poor 
neglected  village.  Your  brother  Cad  and 
myself  were  through  the  town  to-day.  That 
lower  part  towards  the  sea  is  in  a  disgrace- 
ful state  of  filth.  I  am  not  surprised  to 
hear  there  is  fever  there.  Before  the  spring, 
I  hope  to  make  a  grand  reformation  in  the 
place.  The  cottages  out  of  repair  shall  be 
restored,  and  the  drainage  attended  to." 

"  The  interior  of  the  cottages  want  white- 
washing to  kill  the  fever.  That,  I  think, 
you  must  insist  upon,  Mr.  Gwynne.  We 
shall  have  the  cholera,  if  we  do  not  take 
these  precautions." 

i 'You  know  more  of  these  things  than  I 
do ;  we  must  talk  the  matter  over  fully 
when  we  are  alone.' '  Anarawd  began  play- 
ing with  one  of  the  children. 
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.  "  You  must  find  it  dreary  at  Bleddyn. 
It  is  very  good  of  you,  Mr.  Gwynne,  to  come 
among  us  in  this  dull  season,"  said  Mrs. 
Maurice.  "  I  was  afraid  we  should  not  see 
you  till  the  summer.  I  hope  you  will  come 
to  us  when  you  feel  dull.  You  know  how 
sure  you  are  of  a  welcome.', 

Thanking  her  for  her  kindness,  and  ad- 
dressing himself  half  to  the  good  lady,  and 
half  to  the  children,  he  reminded  them  how 
for  many  years  he  had  found  his  way  to 
the  Rectory,  and  had  lost  himself  among  the 
laurels  before  to-night.  It  had  always 
given  him  pleasure  to  visit  them,  he  was 
only  afraid  now  during  the  winter  they 
would  see  his  face  too  often. 

Without  Mrs.  Maurice's  polite  speech,  the 
expressions  which  came  upon  the  beaming- 
faces  around  answered  him  that  was  im- 
possible. The  children  then  began  to 
importune  him  with  questions  about  Italy 
and  the  priests,  until  their  mother  insisted 
upon  their  going  to  bed,  and  not  worrying 
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Mr.  G vvynne  any  more.  She  rose  to  con- 
duct them  out  of  the  room,  and  the  gentle- 
men were  left  alone. 

After  a  little  desultory  conversation, 
Anarawd  suddenly  changed  the  subject. 
"  Those  beer- shops  in  Angharad,  how 
shall  we  get  rid  of  them  ?  "  said  he.  "  When 
I  came  to  count  them  over  this  morning,  I 
was  astonished  at  the  number.  Beer  is 
killing  the  people ;  it  demoralizes  them, 
sinks  them  below  the  level  of  brutes.  They 
appear  to  me  to  be  in  a  deplorable  condi- 
tion. What  is  to  be  done,  rector  ?  As 
long  as  those  beer-shops  are  so  multiplied, 
we  shall  never  see  any  amelioration  among 
the  lower  classes.  Is  there  no  possibility 
of  curing  this  growing  evil,  this  scourge  to 
England  and  Wales?  Surely  something 
might  be  done  to  keep  the  people  from 
frequenting  these  pernicious  houses.  I 
thought  perhaps,  if  the  old  taste  for  music 
were  revived,  and  reading-clubs  with  coffee- 
houses attached  to  them  were  established, 
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it  might  have  a  salutary  effect.  Lewis,  poor 
fellow,  was  anxious  about  the  same  thing, 
but  met  with  such  strong  opposition  he  could 
make  no  way." 

"  Yes  ;  but  Lewis  was  very  differently 
placed  from  what  you  are  ;  there  is  scarcely  a 
house  in  the  town  that  does  not  belong  to 
you,  and  all  your  tenants  are  well  disposed 
towards  you.  It  is  love,  Mr.  Gwynne,  that 
breeds  respect — we  can  do  more  with  that, 
than  with  severity  and  coercion.  A  man 
holding  the  position  you  do,  not  having 
forfeited  respect,  is  hardly  aware  what 
influence  he  holds  in  his  hands.  I  have 
hopes  that  by  energy  and  perseverance,  you 
will  before  long  change  Angharad  into  a  dif- 
ferent community  from  what  it  is  at  present. 
To  diminish  this  beer-drinking  would  be  a 
grand  move  towards  the  object.  I  must 
admit  that  there  is  no  rational  amusement 
in  our  village  for  the  men.  In  consequence, 
many   go   to   the   beer-shops   as   the    only 
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resource  for  conversation  and  social  inter- 
course." 

"  Yes,  rector  :  and  it  is  only  natural,  for 
all  of  us  want  mental  occupation.  An  ac- 
tive-minded man  feels  the  want  of  it  more 
than  others,  and  rushes,  as  you  say,  to  the 
beer-shop  in  the  first  instance,  for  the  soci- 
ety he  seeks ;  and  that  becoming  a  habit, 
leads  to  drunkenness.  Since  you  think  I 
have  weight  with  my  tenantry,  I  will  not 
lose  a  moment  in  establishing  a  reading- 
club  at  each  end  of  the  town,  and  will  endea- 
vour to  make  them  see  that  reading  is  better 
than  beer-drinking." 

"  That  would  not  be  a  bad  motto  to  place 
over  the  door,"  said  the  antiquary,  rousing 
himself  and  repeating  the  words — "  Reading 
is  better  than  beer.  Amusement  for  the 
people — reading  is  better  than  beer.  It 
sounds  well  and  would  answer  the  purpose. 
I  rejoice,  Mr.  Gwynne,  that  you  will  take 
such  interest  in   the  place.     I  don't  expect 
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to  live  long  enough  to  see  these  improve- 
ments carried  out." 

The  old  man's  eyes  became  full  of  tears. 

"  You  have  often  told  me  we  have  been 
sent  into  this  world  to  do  good.  I  think  this 
employment  is  almost  better  than  shutting 
myself  up  with  the  old  Cambro-Britons,  stu- 
dying their  bardic  aphorisms,  triads,  allitera- 
tions, and  I  know  not  what.  It  is  more 
useful,  don't  you  think  so,  sir  ?" 

"  Hem,  hem/'  murmured  the  old  man ;  "  I 
don't  know  :  you  touch  upon  tender  ground. 
What  would  the  antiquary  be  without  his 
favourite  pursuits  ?  Do  not  speak  disrespect- 
fully of  them.  Through  life  such  pursuits 
have  afforded  me  great  amusement  in  leisure 
hours ;  nor  was  that  remark  quite  the  speech 
I  expected  from  my  late  pupil,  my  little  fiery 
energetic  pupil,  who  once  took  so  deep  an 
interest  in  antiquities.  You  should  not  have 
been  quite  so  hard  upon  your  old  master." 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  offend  you,  my  dear 
sir;  I  would  not  depreciate  the  memory  of 
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my  good  old  friend's  studies,  nor  the  Cambro- 
Britons.  Making  their  acquaintance  as  I 
did,  who  knows  but  they  may  have  done  me 
more  good  than  I  am  aware  of?  I  may  still 
be  influenced  by  them,  as  well  as  by  the 
good  advice  you  have  poured  into  my  ear. 
I  did  not  forget,  on  entering  the  army,  your 
parting  injunction  to  study  Proverbs  and  the 
book  of  Job,  and  I  hope  I  have  profited 
by  following  your  advice." 

The  old  man  stretched  out  his  hand,  and 
gave  his  guest  a  warm  shake,  repeating  em- 
phatically— 

"  Go  on  as  you  have  begun — go  upon  the 
right  path  and  prosper.     God  bless  you." 

Anarawd  started  up,  saying — 

"  It  is  growing  late  :  I  must  go.  I  hope 
they  have  not  kept  dinner  waiting  for  me  all 
this  time.  Among  so  many  happy  faces  I 
forget  how  time  flies." 

"  It  is  very  dark  ;  have  a  lantern." 

"  No   thank  you,    rector ;     I  shall  find 
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my  way — good  night.  Let  me  see  you  in 
the  morning.  I  have  much  to  say  to  you." 
A  boy  ran  before  him  to  light  him  through 
the  laurels,  when  once  more  he  repeated, 
"  Good  night,"  then  hurried  forward,  and 
walked  home  over  the  damp  leaves.  Not 
a  sound  was  heard,  nature  seeming  asleep 
or  dead.  Solitary  and  depressed  as  he  had 
been  on  leaving  home,  that  isolated  feeling 
he  had  before  experienced  was  gone,  and  his 
heart  felt  lighter. 


CHAPTER  X, 


"  Draw  your  cloak  more  over  your  chest, 
dear  Gertrude  ;  the  c  whisper  wind'*  is  com- 

*  The  ivisper  wind  (whisper  wind)  at  Bingen  is  a  re- 
markable phenomenon.  It  rises  immediately  after  sunset 
and  sunrise,  and  is  felt  from  the  Lorch  to  Geisenheim. 
Even  in  the  calmest  and  most  sultry  weather  at  midsum- 
mer, its  eool  sharp  air  is  perceptible.  It  takes  its  name 
from  a  small  brook  called  "Wisper,"  in  the  "  Wisper-thal," 
running  north-east  of  the  Rhine.  The  Whisper  valley  is 
extremely  narrow,  hemmed  in  on  each  side  by  steep  rocks 
and  wood-clad  hills,  to  the  distance  of  more  than  nine 
miles,  through  which  the  brook  "  Wisper  "  flows,  and  finds 
an  outlet  near  the  Loreh.  The  rays  of  the  sun  never  visit 
this  pass  until  late  in  the  day,  and  leave  it  before  sunset. 
In  consequence,  the  temperature  is  much  cooler  than  that 
of  the  surrounding  districts.  Thus,  the  phenomenon  is 
supposed  to  arise  from  the  irregular  expansion  of  hot  and 
cold  ;  "  luftschichten,"  as  the  Germans  term  it,  or  layers  of 
air  circulating  within  its  confined  boundaries,  and  so  cre- 
ating a  pressure  that  forces  the  currents  of  air  to  escape 
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ing  up  the  Lorch,  we  had  better  perhaps  go 
within  doors/'  said  Lady  Agnes,  addressing 
her  companion,  as  they  stood  together  in  a 
little  garden  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine. 

"  I  am  not  cold  ;  it  is  pleasant  here. 
There  is  something  in  old  Vater  Ehein 
which  attracts  one  ;  from  sunset  to  sunrise, 
he  is  ever  varying.  It  is  an  amusement  to 
me,  at  times,  to  watch  the  changes  the 
scene  exhibits." 

"  Yes,  and  it  is  lively  too  ;  we  don't  feel 
shut  out  of  the  world  as  we  did  in  Switzer- 
land. When  I  look  upon  the  steamers 
which  are  constantly  passing,  it  is  pleasant 
to  feel  they  are  in  communication  with  our 
own  dear  land/' 

Gertrude  sighed,  and  turned  away  her 
head. 

every  morning  and  evening.  Be  the  cause  what  it  may, 
this  mysterious  wind  never  ceases  to  steer  its  regular  course 
through  the  Lorch,  and  the  lower  regions  of  the  hills,  to 
the  extent  of  three  miles  beyond  Bingen,  where  the  river 
expands  considerably,  and  the  cool  treacherous  "  wisper  " 
is  no  longer  perceptible. 
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"  Come,  dear  Gertrude,  the  '  whisper 
wind,1  now  fanning  us,  you  know  to  be 
injurious  to  invalids ;  you  will  have  a  return 
of  your  cough  from  it ;  oblige  me  by  going 
in.  I  promised  Anarawd  Gwynne  I  would 
take  care  of  you  :  I  must  keep  my  promise. " 
"  Pray  do  not  speak  of  him  ;  he  must 
never  think  of  me ;  I  can  never  be  anything 
to  him  again.  Tell  him,  Agnes,  never 
more  to  think  of  me,  for  his  own,  as  well 
as  for  my  sake.  How  often  I  wish  you  had 
not  nursed  me  in  Naples  with  that  care 
you  did  !  Life  would  have  gone  out — I 
should  now  have  been  sleeping  in  the  same 
grave  with  him  who  reared  me,  and  whose 
heart  I  had  broken.  I  should  have  found 
peace  there,  that  I  shall  never  find  on 
earth.  What  is  life,  after  all — what  is  it, 
but  a  shadow  that  passes  away  for  ever !" 

11  Cling  to  hope,  Gertrude,  and  you  will  not 
always  feel  so.  Your  life  now  may  be  clouded, 
but  there  is  one  in  the  world  who  still  cares 
for  you,  a  good   man,   an  honourable  and 
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upright  man,  whose  affection  any  woman 
should  value  and  cherish.'' 

"  Hush,  Agnes."  She  placed  her  slender 
fingers  in  her  cousin's  hand.  They  were 
cold  and  clammy,  and  there  was  a  huski- 
ness  in  her  voice. 

Lady  Agnes  had  not  been  all  that  while 
with  her  cousin,  without  attaining  a  know- 
ledge of  her  character  and  disposition.  She 
now  perceived  she  had  said  too  much,  and  in 
the  gentlest  manner  conducted  her  into  the 
house. 

Since  we  left  the  good  old  earl  inhaling 
the  salubrious  air,  and  enjoying  the  beauties, 
of  Tell's  wild  rugged  land,  the  party  had 
been  continually  changing  their  quarters 
from  one  watering-place  to  another.  They 
settled  down  at  last  for  the  winter  months 
at  Wisbaden. 

Spring  had  come  on  just  as  Lord  Strang* 
ford  had  been  summoned  to  England.  The 
young  viscount,  who  had  been  backwards 
and  forwards  several  times,  now  remained 
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to  be  the  protector,  as  he  styled  it,  to  his 
sister  and  cousin,  who  could  not  be  per- 
suaded to  return  with  the  Earl  to  London. 
In  preference  they  took  a  cottage  on  the 
Rhine,  that  they  might  escape  Lady  Strang- 
ford's  drawing-room,  and  the  amusements 
of  the  town  season.  Although  the  viscount 
considered  himself  their  protector,  he  was 
seldom  in  their  company.  Scarcely  had 
they  settled  themselves  in  their  romantic 
dwelling,  when  he  formed  a  strong  friend- 
ship for  a  baron  in  the  vicinity,  and  spent 
most  of  his  time  with  him.  It  was  a  cap- 
tivating novelty  to  a  young  man,  who  had 
been  too  much  accustomed  to  a  town  life 
to  shoot  deer  in  the  wild  forests  of  Ger- 
many. He  was  also  highly  diverted  at  the 
picturesque  figures  the  party  made  of  them- 
selves, on  starting  upon  their  excursions. 

The  baron's  hospitality  and  courteousness 
had  no  limit ;  and  his  hearty  laugh,  with 
his  good-natured  racy  remarks,  were  highly 
entertaining.     Lady  Agnes  and  Gertrude, 
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not  being  in  spirits,  declined  the  pressing 
invitations  to  join  the  parties  that  assem- 
bled every  evening  in  the  baron's  winter 
garden,  or  upon  his  terrace,  which  com- 
manded a  lovely  view  of  Kiidesheim  and  the 
Lorch. 

The  baron's  greenhouse,  or  winter  gar- 
den, as  the  Germans  designate  it,  was 
arranged  with  great  taste.  The  flowers 
and  exotics  grew  in  wild  luxuriance,  reach- 
ing nearly  the  interior  summit  of  the  glass 
roof,  and  when  lighted  up  by  tapers  in  the 
evening,  had  a  remarkable,  brilliant,  and 
fairy-land-like  effect.  The  owner  took  great 
interest  in  the  improvement  of  his  estate, 
and  was  sometimes  as  actively  employed  as 
any  of  his  attendants.  In  the  princely 
suite  of  apartments>  on  his  terrace  or  in 
his  boat,  he  made  his  guests  feel  they  were 
welcome,  his  warm  shake  of  the  hand  not 
being  inexpressive  of  his  real  feelings.  The 
young  viscount  was  a  favourite  at  the  villa, 
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and  it  was  generally  night  before  he  re- 
turned to  the  cottage. 

•*  What !  Agnes,  still  up  ?"  was  his  excla- 
mation, on  his  reaching  home  one  night,  as 
his  sister  appeared  in  the  vestibule  with  a 
light  in  her  hand,  among  the  oleanders, 
pomegranates,  and  orange-trees,  which  stood 
in  large  tubs  on  each  side,  and  with  the 
creepers  hanging  from  the  ceiling,  gave  it 
more  the  appearance  of  a  greenhouse  in 
miniature  than  an  entrance-hall. 

"  Yes,  Henry,  T  waited  to  have  some  con- 
versation with  you.  As  you  are  going  out 
shooting  with  the  baron  in  the  morning,  I 
thought  I  might  not  see  you  again  till  this 
time  to-morrow  night  "  She  led  the  way 
into  the  parlour. 

"  Nothing  the  matter,  I  hope,"  was  Lord 
Henry's  reply,  in  his  usual  careless  tone, 
and  crumpling  his  cap  in  his  hand,  he  sat 
upon  the  sofa. 

Lady  Agnes  seated  herself  by  his  side, 
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and  told  him  that  she  had  been  greatly 
concerned  about  Gertrude  ;  all  day  she  had 
been  in  such  low  spirits,  that  neither  she 
nor  Yarico  could  rouse  her. 

"  Why  will  you  not  persuade  her  to  visit 
at  the  villa  ?  We  have  had  a  most  cheering 
evening ;  half  an  hour  there  would  cure 
any  one  of  low  spirits,  she  would  come  back 
a  new  being." 

"  No,  no  ;  don't,  Henry,  talk  in  this  light 
way  ;  you  know  Gertrude  would  not  hear 
of  it;  when  will  you  understand  her  feel- 
ings?" 

u  More  difficult  than  a  problem  in  Euclid 
to  understand  any  woman's  feelings  :  but 
what  is  it  that  has  brought  this  fresh  cloud 
over  her?  I  thought  her  a  shade  more 
cheerful  yesterday.1' 

"  She  has  had  a  letter  from  Mr.  Tilt, 
and  he  wants  her  signatuie  to  a  lease  or  a 
document  of  some  sort,  thus  reminding  the 
poor  girl  of  her  loss  and  her  newr  position. 

don't  know  when  she  will  <ret  over  her 
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trials ;  she  was  in  better  spirits  in  Switzer- 
land than  here." 

"  It  was  a  great  mistake  our  ever  bring- 
ing her  to  Naples.  If  she  and  Lewis  had 
not  met,  she  would  not  have  experienced 
this  intensity  of  grief." 

"  I  doubt  it;  she  would  have  said  the  same, 
that  it  was  through  her  heartless  conduct 
his  life  was  sacrificed. " 

"  By-the-bye,  that  letter  you  sent  to  me 
to  the  villa  was  from  Gwynne.  Poor  fellow, 
so  many  inquiries  after  Gertrude  ;  you  had 
better  let  her  see  his  letter.'7 

"  Oh  no,"  said  Agnes  decidedly,  it  will 
only  pain  her ;  she  is  as  determined  as  ever 
not  to  marry  him.  I  begin  to  despair  that 
there  will  ever  be  a  reconciliation." 

"  What  are  women  made  of?  I  may 
consider  myself  blessed  that  I  have  nothing 
to  do  with  them.  I  pity  Gwynne  !  with  his 
princely  fortune,  to  have  his  hopes  blighted 
in  this  way.  It  really  is  sorry  conduct  on 
her  part." 
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"  Don't  say  so  :  but  we  have  already  had 
too  many  disputes  respecting  this  matter. 
There  is  Mr.  Tilt's  letter  ;  Gertrude  wishes 
you  to  see  it,  and  you  must  advise  her  what 
course  she  had  better  adopt." 

When  Lord  Henry  had  perused  the 
letter,  he  said  abruptly — 

"  She  will  have  to  go  to  England,  that 
will  be  the  end  of  it.  She  must  go  there. 
What  a  fortune  she  will  have  !  Who  would 
have  thought  of  a  man  living  in  the  quiet 
way  Lewis  did,  being  so  wealthy  ?  The 
estates  he  lately  bought  in  Wales  will 
bring  her  in  a  nice  income,  independently 
of  his  Australian  property.  She  is  a  fortu- 
nate girl  in  the  midst  of  all  her  trials, 
though  she  is  blind  enough  not  to  see  it." 

"  It  is  not  wealth  that  can  heal  a  wound 
in  the  heart,  Henry." 

"  No,  but  fat  sorrow  is  infinitely  better 
than  sorrow  burdened  with  poverty.  If  she 
had  been  left  a  dependent  upon  her  rela- 
tions, that  would  have  been  a  more  morti- 
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fying  situation.  You  ought,  Agnes,  to  make 
her  see  all  these  things." 

**  I  know  Gertrude  better  than  you  do, 
Henry ;  leave  her  to  me.  Can  you  for  a 
moment  rest  your  eyes  upon  her  pale,  me- 
lancholy face,  without  fear  lest,  by  one  un- 
guarded word,  you  may  cause  an  extra  pang? 
Had  I  not  been  scrupulously  careful  of  "her 
from  the  first,  I  believe  she  would  not  have 
her  senses  now." 

"  She  owes  much  to  you,  Agnes  ;  of  that 
I  am  aware.  I  only  regret  she  does  not 
benefit  more  by  your  example  and  ad- 
vice/' 

"  Time,  ^ive  her  time,  it  is  wonderful 
what  time  does  for  all." 

"  With  regard  to  the  letter,  I  will  speak 
to  Gertrude  to-morrow  on  the  subject.  The 
baron  has  asked  me  to  remain  the  day 
with  him,  but  I  shall  not  do  so ;  you  may 
expect  to  see  me  in  the  afternoon.  You  had 
better  see  Gwynne's  letter — here  it  is — 
there  is  a  message  to  you  in  it." 
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Lady  Agnes  took  the  letter,  and  wished 
her  brother  good  night. 

The  morning  rose  clear  and  calm ; 
the  merry  bells  from  Eiidesheim  came 
floating  over  the  water ;  the  three  islands 
in  the  distance  looked  more  emerald-co- 
loured than  usual,  and  the  waves  of  Father 
Rhine  were  rippling  over  the  large  stones 
which  rose  out  of  his  bed.  There  the  pilots 
were  collected  in  their  tiny  skiffs,  ready  to 
board  the  trading  craft  as  they  came  slug- 
gishly down  the  stream  to  conduct  them 
through  the  dangerous  Bingen  Lorch.  Little 
boats,  crowded  with  market-women,  sup- 
their  round  baskets,  and  with  white  handker- 
chiefs folded  over  their  heads,  came  briskly 
across,  and,  alternately,  unfreighted  boats, 
with  men  in  red  tunics,  were  poling  them- 
selves across,  while  the  busy  bustling 
steamers  meeting  and  dashing  by,  disturbing 
the  waters  in  their  impetuous  course,  formed 
altogether  a  picturesque  and  animated 
scene. 

VOL.    III.  l 
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Gertrude  was  sitting  alone  upon  the  bal- 
cony, with  her  head  resting  upon  her  hand, 
gazing  at  the  romantic  view ;  but  she  was 
neither  thinking  of  the  scene,  nor  admiring 
the  beauty  of  the  morning.  Her  thoughts 
were  in  Wales,  at  her  home  upon  the  cliff, 
or  else  upon  her  present  miserable  existence. 
Schiller's  i  Bobbers  '  lay  upon  her  lap,  and 
her  eyes  fell  upon  the  following  passage  : 

"  Es  war  eine  Zeit,  wo  sie  mir  so  gem 
llossen  —  o  ihr  Tage  des  Friedens  !  du 
Schlosz  meines  Vaters — ihr  griinen  Sehwar- 
merischen  Thaler!  O  all  ihr  Elystums- 
Seenen  meiner  Kindheit  ! — werdet  ihr  nim- 
mer  zurlickkehren — nimmer  mit  Kostlichem 
Sauseln  meinen  brennenden  Busen  Kiihlen  ? 
— Traure  mit  mir,  Natur  ! — Sie  werden 
nimmer  zurlickkehren,  nimmer  mit  Kost- 
lichem Sauseln  meinen  brennenden  Busen 
Kiihlen  —  Dahin  !  dahin  !  unwiederbring- 
lich  !"— 

"There  was  a  time  too  when  I  could  weep — 
O  ye  days  of  peace  ;  thou  castle  of  my  father, 
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ye  green  lovely  valleys  !  0  all  ye  Elysian 
scenes  of  my  childhood !  will  ye  never  come 
again — never  with  your  balmy  sighing  cool 
my  burning  bosom  ?  Mourn  with  me,  Na- 
ture! they  will  never  come  again — never 
cool  my  burning  bosom  with  their  balmy 
sighing.  They  are  gone  !  gone  !  and  may 
not  return  I" 

Her  reverie  was  broken  by  the  light  step 
of  a  child  approaching ;  and  on  turning  her 
head,  the  baron's  graceful  little  daughter, 
with  her  blue  eyes  and  blond  hair,  stood 
before  her,  and  presented  her  with  a  lovely 
bouquet.  Her  mamma  had  sent  her  to  ask 
how  the  English  ladies  were. 

Gertrude  took  the  child  upon  her  lap, 
kissed  her  rosy  lips,  and  listened  to  h^r 
infant  voice,  prattling  in  her  mother-tongue, 
with  some  feeling  of  interest ;  for  a  time 
her  thoughts  were  diverted. 

That  evening,  as  she  was  sitting  in  the 
picturesque  garden  overhanging  the  Rhine, 
surrounded  by  vineyards,  her  cousin  Henry 
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and  his  sister  approached,  and  she  was 
greeted  by  the  following  words : 

u  The  evening  is  so  lovely,  I  am  going 
for  a  sail  as  far  as  the  islands  :  the  baron 
has  lent  us  his  boat.  Will  you  come,  Ger- 
trude ?" 

"  Yes,  Henry ;  I  think  it  would  be  plea- 
sant." 

While  he  was  gone  to  see  after  the  boat, 
the  cousins  stood  admiring  the  view,  as  they 
had  often  done  before. 

"  How  lovely  the  Bingen  Lorch  looks  to- 
night!  so  rich  in  colour,  so  dark,  hazy,  and 
mysterious,  with  that  one  bright  star  rising 
just  above  it,  as  if  it  were  the  spirit  of  the 
Lorch.  This  is  a  charming  spot.  T  only 
wish,  Gertrude,  I  could  see  you  in  better 
spirits." 

"  For  your  sake,  I  wish  I  were.  I  strive 
hard,  but  it  is  difficult  to  entice  joy  back 
into  the  heart  when  it  has  been  expelled 
by  so  rude  a  hand.  What  I  suffer  is  known 
only  to  myself." 
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Lady  Agnes  was  not  accustomed  to  much 
demonstration;  but  there  was  a  gentle,  kind 
way  of  persuasion  about  her,  which  Ger- 
trude understood  as  well  as  if  she  had 
wrought  conviction  by  argument.  As  her 
eyes  rested  upon  her  benevolent  face,  she 
felt  encouraged,  and  spoke  her  feelings 
unrestrainedly,  though  in  a  mournful  tone 
of  voice  that  of  late  had  become  habitual 
to  her. 

"  The  days,  Agnes,  appear  to  me  so  long, 
I  am  weary  of  them.  When  night  comes, 
I  am  weary  of  that.  I  sat  for  hours  at  the 
window,  looking  out  upon  the  Rhine  rip- 
pling over  the  rocks,  and  listening  to  the 
mysterious  '  whisper-wind '  rustling  among 
the  trees,  and  watching  for  the  sunrise ;  yet 
nothing  soothes  me.  I  see  it  is  all  lovely, 
and  feel  we  can  hardly  have  a  more  peace- 
ful and  retired  residence ;  vet  I  am  tired  of 
it,  tired  of  being  familiar  with  it.  You  will 
think  me  capricious,   and  will  perhaps  be 
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surprised  to  hear  me  say,  I  have  a  longing 
come  over  me  to  go  back  into  Wales — to 
dear  Clogwyn,  my  once  happy  home !  I 
shall  be  surrounded  there  by  everything  be- 
longing to  him.  I  am  anxious  to  set  about 
building  the  church,  and  to  have  his  re- 
mains brought  from  Naples  and  deposited 
there.  I  think,  when  all  that  is  accom- 
plished, I  shall  be  more  reconciled  ;  but  I 
dont  say  I  shall  be  happier." 

Lady  Agnes  looked  startled.  Gertrude 
continued — 

"  Will  you  come  with  me,  dear  Agnes — 
will  you  share  my  home  in  Wales  ?  £  will 
endeavour  to  be  a  more  cheerful  companion 
to  you  for  the  future.  I  think  I  can  secure 
you  a  more  peaceful  home  at  Clogwyn  than 
with  Lady  Strangford.  You  will  escape 
those  hourly  annoyances  which  were  so 
trying  to  you.  We  understand  each  other 
so  well,  and  I  owe  so  much  to  you,  that  I 
should  grieve  to  be  separated  from  you  now." 
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u  So  should  I,  Gertrude  ;  but  I  have  so 
many  ties  in  London,  I  hardly  know  how  I 
shall  be  able  to  make  Wales  my  home." 

"  Do  not  say  that,  Agnes ;  you  will  not 
be  far  from  town,  if  wanted.  I  should  be 
lonely  without  you.  Charity  i  a  needed  in 
Wales  as  much  as  in  your  great  city.  You 
could  do  as  great  an  amount  of  good  there, 
and  it  would  be  much  better  appreciated ; 
the  Welsh  are  grateful.  Do  not  refuse  me ; 
say  you  will  come,  at  least  for  a  time  ;  and 
I  will  write  to  the  housekeeper,  and  she  will 
soon  get  all  ready  for  us." 

Lady  Agnes  put  her  arm  round  her 
cousin,  and  they  walked  several  times  up 
and  down  the  garden.  By  the  time  Lord 
Henry  returned,  Lady  Agnes  had  consented 
to  accompany  Gertrude  to  Wales. 

"  It  will  be  dark  before  we  get  back,  and 
cold  too,  with  the  treacherous  '  whisper- 
wind.'  We  must  take  a  good  supply  of 
cloaks  and  cushions ;  warm  as  the  evening 
feels,  I  am  afraid  for  you,  Gertrude." 
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"  I  have  sent  Franz  for  them,"  rejoined  the 
viscount.  "  Come,  Gertrude,  give  me  your 
hand !  By  the  time  we  have  descended  the 
steps,  and  are  at  the  water's  edge,  the  cloaks 
will  be  here.  The  moon  will  be  up  before 
long,  so  it  will  not  be  dark  if  we  are  late." 

The  skiff  was  soon  blown  off  the  shore. 
A  number  of  lovely -tinted  clouds  were  hud- 
dled together  above  the  opposite  hill,  which 
was  now  in  shadow,  producing  by  reflection 
a  magical  effect  upon  the  water ;  every  rip- 
ple was  gilded  with  gold.  It  was  a  beau- 
tiful night,  with  an  atmosphere  unlike 
England,  so  bright  and  transparent,  so 
buoyant,  that  for  some  time  they  sat  in 
silence  enjoying  the  scene. 

"  How  well  Rttdesheim,  and  Geisenheim 
with  its  two  tall  spires,  look  in  the  distance!" 
remarked  Lady  Agnes,  the  first  to  break 
the  silence.  "That  is  surely  music  we 
hear  ;    how  soft  it  is  !" 

11  It  is  a  fete-day ;  where  you  sec  those 
lights  the  peasants  are  dancing.     Early  as 
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it  was  this  morning  when  I  started  with 
the  Baron,  we  met  a  number  of  processions. 
The  villages  through  which  we  passed  looked 
quite  gay,  with  their  many-coloured  banners 
and  evergreen  decorations.  How  much 
these  Germans  think  of  their  fete-days !  far 
more  than  they  do  of  their  Sundays." 

"They  lead  a  more  idle  life  than  we  do 
in  England ;  more  a  life  of  pleasure." 

"  They  are  more  ignorant  and  super- 
stitious, to  countenance  the  mummeries  they 
enact." 

"This,  we  must  recollect,  is  a  Roman 
Catholic  district.  It  is  not  so  all  over  Ger- 
many.— Henry,  here  comes  a  steamer,  with 
its  fiery  light :  warn  the  men ;  we  shall  be 
run  over !"  cried  Lady  A^nes,  in  terror. 

"  You  need  not  be  under  any  apprehen- 
sions; the  men  are  acquainted  with  the 
Rhine,  and  this  little  urchin — this  non- 
descript boy— has  his  wits  about  him,  if  no 
one  else  has.  Gertrude,  are  you  not  amused 
at  the  boy's  shrewd  remarks?" 

l  2 
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If  an  answer  was  given,  it  was  so  low- 
toned  Henry  did  not  hear  it. 

"The  old  countess  is  lighting  up  her 
ruin — a  ruin  we  must  call  it,  though  they  say 
it  is  well  fitted  up  inside,  while  it  has  the 
appearance  of  being  only  a  habitation  for 
owls  and  bats,  goblins  and  fairies.  And 
what  a  mysterious-looking  evening  it  is, 
with  those  reflected  lights  in  the  dis- 
tance, the  moon  rising  over  the  Lorch,  and 
soft  music  floating  over  the  waters  !  Surely 
this  is  romantic  enough  for  any  wild,  en- 
thusiastic Welsh  girl.  Don't  you  enjoy 
this  floating  down  the  Rhine  at  such  a  time 
of  night,  Gertrude?  I  begin  to  think  I  like 
this  sort  of  life  better  than  dancing  in  hot 
London  drawing-rooms.  Tell  me,  is  it  not 
just  to  your  fancy?"  said  Lord  Henry,  in  a 
kind,  cheerful  manner,  trying  to  divert  her 
thoughts. 

"  Yes,  I  enjoy  it  as  much  as  I  can  enjoy 
anything." 

"Shall  we  go  in  now,  or  drop  down  as 
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far    as  the  Mouse  Tower   in  the   Bingen 
Lorch?" 

u  It  will  be  pleasant — let  us  go,"  replied 
Gertrude,  in  a  tone  not  so  listless  as  usual. 

"  Are  you  quite  warm?"  inquired  Lady 
Agnes,  with  her  wonted  solicitude. 

Gertrude  assured  her  cousin  she  was 
quite  warm,  she  had  an  over-abundant 
supply  of  wraps. 

"  The  rapids  will  look  beautiful  at  this 
time  of  night,"  remarked  Lord  Henry, 
when  he  had  given  the  men  orders  to 
proceed. 

"When  we  get  upon  the  Rhine,  how 
loath  we  ever  are  to  leave  it!,,  said  Lady 
Agnes,  as  much  pleased  as  the  rest  to 
remain  out  longer. 

The  current  soon  carried  them  below  the 
Mouse  Tower  into  the  troubled  waters. 

The  rapids,  with  the  moon  shining  full 
upon  them,  and  the  tiny  skiff,  all  looked 
very  lovely  and  poetical,  far  better  than 
description  can  paint.     In  the  stillness  of 
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the  night,  the  water  rising  and  splashing 
sounded  louder  and  was  more  striking.  The 
castle  ruin,  too,  which  towered  above  them  on 
the  crag,  had  a  more  proud  and  majestic  ap- 
pearance than  by  day  ;  and  the  Mouse  Tower 
seemed  to  be  rising  from  the  water  like  an 
amphibious  sentinel.  There  was  nothing 
moving  on  the  river — not  a  voice  sounded 
from  the  banks.  The  mills  were  idle,  and 
the  steamers  had  ceased  to  ply.  The  little 
boat  alone  contained  the  only  visible  living 
objects,  as  it  bore  along  a  heart  that  was  at 
war  with  itself  and  with  the  world — a  heart 
that  had  scarcely  a  moment's  repose. 

When  the  young  viscount  remarked  that 
the  men  would  have  some  difficulty  in 
rowing  them  back  against  the  current — that 
they  had  better,  perhaps,  return — Gertrude 
wished  to  go  on. 

"  Through  the  Lorch — only  through  the 
Lorch,  Henry.  There  is  something  so 
dreamy  in  it !     I  like  it." 

Seldom  was  it  Gertrude  expressed  a  wish  ; 
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and  Lord  Henry,  glad  to  afford  her  the 
least  pleasure,  at  once  consented,  though  he 
knew  at  the  time,  it  would  be  long  after 
midnight  before  they  could  reach  home. 


CHAPTER  XL 


u  Did  you  despair  of  ever  seeing  me  again, 
Nelly  ?"  said  the  young  master  of  Bleddyn, 
as  he  stooped  under  the  low  doorway  and 
stood  suddenly  before  the  old  woman,  who 
sat  spinning  on  her  hearth.  She  rose  im- 
mediately ;  her  goodnatured  face  brightened 
with  smiles. 

"  This  make  me  indeed  happy  !"  cried  she, 
beating  her  hands  together.  "The  master 
of  Bleddyn  come  into  my  house  !  I  no  think 
that  possible.  I  say  many  times  to  myself, 
Master  Anarawd  would  grow  too  proud  now 
to  come  and  see  old  Nelly ;  and  so  I  be  glad, 
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and  sorry  too,  when  I  hear  you  were  master 
of  the  Plas  :  yes,  indeed  1" 

u  You  should  not  have  had  those  thoughts, 
Nelly,  when  I  have  known  you  all  my  life." 

"  Yes ;  hut  don't  you  see,  master,  many 
people,  when  they  get  rich  and  great,  get  a 
proud  stomach — they  no  think  of  an  old 
woman  like  me.  I  see,  indeed,  many  gentle- 
men, not  half  so  great  nor  so  rich  as  you, 
have  a  different  heart — they  forget  old 
friends." 

"  Well,  Nelly,  you  see  I  have  not.  I  am 
anxious  to  make  you  more  comfortable  than 
you  are  at  present,  and  have  come  on  pur- 
pose to  see  if  something  cannot  be  done." 

Anarawd  seated  himself  unceremoniously 
upon  the  settle,  and  put  his  hat  upon  the 
table,  surveying  the  little  old  woman  with 
benignity. 

'"•What  are  you  spinning — wool  for 
knitting,  Nelly  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  knit  a  great  many  stockings." 

"  By-the-bye,  I  want  some  grey  woollen 
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stockings.  I  can't  go  out  shooting  without 
them,  Nelly.  You  must  set  to  work  and 
knit  me  a  dozen  pair  or  more." 

"  I  be  very  glad  ;  I  more  happy  in  knitting 
stockings  for  Master  Anarawd  than  any- 
body. I  be  proud  to  make  them  for  you. 
I  will  go  to  the  factory  and  get  the  best 
wool.  This  is  not  good  enough  for  you  : 
no,  indeed." 

"  That  I  shall  leave  to  you,  Nell.  Now  I 
have  given  you  employment  for  some  weeks, 
let  us  talk  of  your  comforts.  What  do  you  say 
to  my  building  you  a  new  cottage,  and 
putting  some  new  furniture  in  it  for  you  ?" 

The  little  woman  was  dumbfounded. 

"  Would  you  not  like  it,  Nelly  ?" 

"  No,  no,  master  of  Bleddyn.  I  am  much 
obliged,  I  no  want  a  new  cottage.  Nelly  is 
quite  happy  as  she  is." 

"  You  would  be  much  more  comfortable. 
It  would  be  so  warm  for  you  in  the  winter  ! 
Think  of  that,  Nelly 1" 

"  No,  indeed,  Master  Anarawd,   I   think 
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not.  I  be  an  old  woman  now ;  I  no  like 
to  come  in  a  strange  place.  I  be  more 
comfortable  in    my  old  home  :  yes,  indeed." 

"It  shall  be  the  old  place,  only  a  few 
yards  nearer  the  bridge ;  and  it  shall  be  built 
as  snug  and  convenient  as  possible  for  you. 
You  will  like  it,  Nelly,  when  it  is  completed." 

Again  the  poor  woman  looked  up  with  a 
distressed  countenance.  "  Not  a  new  home  ; 
no,  no,"  said  she,  pleadingly;  "I  like  this 
the  best." 

Anarawd  at  once  saw  that  it  would  be  giving 
pain  instead  of  pleasure  to  the  poor  creature, 
to  build  her  a  new  house ;  so  he  abandoned 
the  idea,  and  suggested  another. 

"  I  am  sorry  my  proposal  does  not  meet 
with  your  approval.  Do  not  look  so  dejected  ; 
I  wish  to  make  you  happy,  not  unhappy, 
Nelly.  As  you  would  rather  not  have  a 
new  cottage,  we  will  say  no  more  upon  the 
subject." 

Nelly's  face  brightened,   and  there  was  a 
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pause.  The  young  landlord  cast  his  eyes 
round  the  miserable  habitation,  and  then 
continued — 

"  Supposing,  Nell,  I  were  to  make  you  a 
new  window,  and  have  some  even  flag-stones 
put  down  here,  and  a  few  chairs  and 
similar  articles.  It  would  look  more  clean 
and  comfortable.  And  a  new  roof,  too  ! 
What  do  you  say  to  that  ?" 

Nelly  looked  wistfully  at  the  small  window 
sunk  deep  in  the  wall,  with  the  black 
stocking  still  stuck  in  the  pane,  and  then 
her  eyes  rested  on  the  mud  floor. 

"  No,  Master  Anarawd,  no  \  an  old  woman 
like  me  no  like  no  change.  My  health  come 
very  good  ;  I  be  quite  happy.  No,  make  no 
difference  in  the  house,  please,  master  of  the 
Plas.  Let  it  alone,  and  Nelly  will  be  much 
obliged.  She  like  to  see  it  as  it  is,  and 
think  of  those  times  when  you  were  a  little 
boy,  and  come  to  this  cottage.  You  not 
make  a  change — no." 
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The  repetition  of  the  negative  amused 
Anarawd,  while  her  wistful  earnest  face  made 
her  simple  appeal  more  forcible. 

"  Very  well,  then,  Nelly ;  you  will  not 
permit  me  to  benefit  you,  nor  make  you  in 
the  least  comfortable.  It  strikes  me,  in  the 
winter  it  must  be  wretchedly  cold  and  damp 
for  you.  If  you  do  not  have  something 
done,  I  should  be  afraid  you  will  be  seized 
with  the  rheumatism,  and  lose  your  health, 
when  you  get  older.  I  think  I  had  better 
put  a  new  roof  over  your  cottage,  if  I  do 
nothing  else." 

Nelly's  eyes  followed  the  young  landlord's 
to  the  ceiling,  where  old  newspapers  and 
wonderful  coloured  prints,  with  an  over- 
abundance of  red  and  yellow  in  them,  were 
plastered  up,  and  spotted  with  mildew.  Here 
and  there  the  paper  hung  loose,  and  gave 
the  idea  that  the  rain  found  its  way  through 
the  crevices,  as  well  as  allowing  the  smoke 
to  escape  by  them. 

"  You  be  very  good,  dear  master,  to  think 


236  COUxXTRY    LANDLORDS. 

of  me  in  this  way,"  said  Nelly,  dropping  a 
courtesy.  "  If  you  like  to  make  a  new  roof, 
I  be  much  obliged.  In  the  winter,  the  rain 
come  down  dreadfully  sometimes  over  the 
bed,  and  not  make  it  at  all  nice." 

"  No,  I  should  think  not,  Nelly.  Then 
that  is  settled  :  you  shall  have  a  new  roof, 
the  moment  the  weather  sets  in  fine.  Mean- 
while I  will  send  you  some  blankets,  to  keep 
you  from  catching  cold  in  the  damp." 

The  old  woman  could  not  comprehend 
why  he  should  consider  her  comforts.  She 
would  take  such  pains  in  knitting  his  stock- 
ings in  return,  but  could  never  thank  him 
enough  for  not  disturbing  the  interior  of  her 
dwelling. 

When  the  young  landlord  was  leaving 
the  cottage,  Nelly  followed  him  to  the  door, 
courtesying  again  and  again,  and  repeating 
her  thanks  for  his  consideration  of  her. 
She  wound  up  by  adding,  with  her  native 
simplicity  and  ignorance — 

"  I    hope   you   bring   the    wife    soon    to 
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Bleddyn — yes  ?  The  people  in  the  country 
be  glad  when  they  see  that  come  to  pass." 

"  Yes,  Nelly,  I  have  a  great  deal  to  think 
of :  at  present  my  time  is  well  occupied  in 
making  my  tenants  comfortable.  Do  not 
change  your  mind  about  the  roof ;  remember 
that,  Nell.  Look  what  a  state  it  is  in  ! — one 
cannot  marvel  at  the  rain  pouring  over  your 
bed.  You  will  find  your  kitchen  flooded 
some  of  these  mornings  when  you  rise. 
Perhaps,  when  the  roof  is  completed,  you 
will  change  your  mind  about  the  window  and 
the  floor.     You  must  let  me  know." 

"  No,  Master  Anarawd,  I  think  not; 
Nelly  no  love  any  change." 

She  shook  her  head  decidedly,  and  as  she 
watched  her  landlord  go  over  the  bridge, 
shook  it  again,  and  muttered  to  herself,  with 
much  pathos — 

"  Poor  master  bach !  he  not  look  happy  ; 
no,  no.  A  pity — yes,  indeed,  a  fine  young 
gentleman  like  that  make  so  many  happy, 
and  not  happy  himself !  A  great  house,  with 
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plenty  of  money,  not  bring  the  joy  in  the 
heart — no." 

Nelly  finished  her  sentences  either  with  a 
decided  negative  or  an  affirmative,  and  gene- 
rally nodded  her  head  at  the  same  time,  as 
if  to  enforce  her  decisions.  She  continued — 

"  He  never  look  the  same  since  the  mother 
die ;  all  the  people  tell  that.  I  sorry,  I 
always  make  a  mischief  with  my  tongue, 
always.  When  I  ask  about  the  wife,  I  see  a 
change ;  the  face  change  in  a  minute.  I 
feel  in  my  heart  for  him  !  When  I  go  to 
chapel  next  time,  Nelly  will  make  a  little 
prayer  for  her  master — yes." 

While  simple  Nelly  thus  stood  solilo- 
quising, Anarawd,  on  his  way  home,  was 
endeavouring  in  vain  to  throw  off  the  de- 
pression of  spirit  which  came  over  him. 
Gertrude  was  in  his  thoughts — and  when 
was  she  not  ?  He  saw  her  in  everything, 
and  she  was  continually  present  in  his  mind, 
her  voice  in  his  ear,  her  figure  before  his 
eyes.      The  winter  was   over,    and   he  was 
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thankful  for  that,  since,  had  it  not  been  for 
the  improvements  he  was  now  able  to  carry 
on  with  redoubled  activity,  his  dreariness  of 
mind,  from  dwelling  only  on  one  subject, 
would  have  been  insupportable.  Little  did 
the  world  know  what  a  struggle  there  was 
going  on  in  his  bosom  ;  nor  should  it  ever 
know — no,  Gertrude  herself  should  never  be 
acquainted  with  it.  If  she  were  at  Clogwyn, 
he  would  occasionally  catch  a  sight  of  her. 
This  would  brighten  his  existence.  Time, 
which  seemed  to  reconcile  others  to  similar 
sufferings,  did  not  reconcile  him  ;  it  increased 
the  fever  within,  aggravating  his  uneasiness 
about  her.  He  was  anxious  lest  she  might 
be  ill.  Perhaps  she  might  now  wish  to  see 
him  ;  yet  why  should  he  think  that  ?  Was 
she  not  estranged  from  him  ?  Did  she  ever 
send  a  message  to  him  now — ever  write  him 
a  line  ?  With  all  this,  she  was  as  miserable 
as  he  was  himself.  He  would  have  been 
happier  with  five  hundred  per  annum  and 
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Gertrude's  love,  than  with  all  the  wealth  he 
now  possessed.  He  strove  to  make  a  right 
use  of  what  had  been  entrusted  to  him  ;  but 
it  was  sad  up-hill  work,  even  to  do  good, 
without  her. 

On  arriving  at  home,  his  luncheon  was 
upon  the  table,  and  the  old  butler  followed 
his  master  into  the  room. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  Mr.  Cad  Maurice  has 
been  here;  and  Hugh  Lloyd  of  the 'Llewelyn' 
has  also  been  asking  for  vou.  There  is  a 
magistrates'  meeting  in  the  village,  and  they 
can't  do  without  you." 

"  Yes,  William,  I  know  it.  Tell  Mills  to 
bring  my  horse  to  the  door  immediately." 

Taking  a  glass  of  wine  and  a  bit  of  bread, 
he  went  into  the  library  and  began  looking 
over  some  papers.  Selecting  what  were  re- 
quired, he  mounted  his  horse  and  took  the 
road  to  Angharad. 

Just  before  he  entered  the  village,  he  over- 
took the  rector. 
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"  On  the  same  errand  as  myself,"  said 
he,  alighting  and  shaking  the  divine  by  the 
hand. 

Yes,  I  am  going  to  the  meeting." 

"Rector,  I  wanted  to  ask  you  if  it  be 
true  that  Robin,  the  poacher,  is  really  so 
bad  a  fellow  as  some  of  the  gentlemen  in  this 
part  of  the  country  would  make  him  out  ?" 

"  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  Gwynne,  the  poor  man 
has  many  enemies.  He  is  the  ring- 
leader, I  believe,  among  the  poachers,  but 
not  a  vicious  man  ;  though,  of  course,  with 
sportsmen,  that  includes  every  possible  vice. 
I  am  sorry  for  his  family.  His  wife  is  a 
nice  careful  little  woman,  and  brings  up  her 
children  respectably  for  her  position  in  life." 

"  In  my  opinion,  Mr  Maurice,  nothing  is 
to  be  gained  by  sending  the  poor  man  to 
prison.  It  would  be  far  better  to  give  him 
employment,  for  he  is  without  any,  and 
that  drives  him  to  poaching — he  cannot  see 
his  family  starve.  I  wish  I  had  known  of 
this  before ;  I  would  have  seen  the  man  and 

VOL.    III.  M 
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had  some  talk  with  him.     Where  did  you 
say  he  lives  ?  " 

"Over  the  hill  there,  close  to  the  water- 
fall." 

"Ah,  yes,  I  remember  the  cottage.  I 
shall  try  and  prevent  his  being  sent  to 
prison.  I  am  no  advocate  for  persecuting 
to  the  utmost  even  the  poacher.  I  would 
not  widen  the  breach  between  the  poor  and 
the  rich.  This  is  done  when  a  man  is 
treated  mercilessly.  Men  cannot  be  made 
better  by  trampling  upon  them.  There 
should  be  due  respect  to  every  man  accord- 
ing to  his  merits,  in  whatever  sphere  he 
may  chance  to  be  placed  by  the  accident  of 
birth,  if  the  different  social  grades  are  to  be 
kept  in  their  proper  position.  If  men  are 
not  really  bad,  but  offend  through  the 
force  of  circumstances,  some  allowances 
should  be  made  accordingly.  I  hate  con- 
temners of,  and  tyrants  over,  the  poor." 

"  I  wish  there  were  more  of  your  way  of 
thinking,  Mr  Gwynne.     There  is  too  much 
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petty  feeling  amongst  us,  too  much  idolatry 
of  wealth,  too  much  desire  of  arbitrary  rule ; 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  too  much  prejudice  also, 
between  the  English  and  Welsh  residents ." 

"How  absurd  is  all  this  !  How  it  exhibits 
narrow  intellects,  mean  passions,  and  cold 
hearts,  in  those  who  owe  their  positions  to 
no  merit  of  their  own  !" 

"  Yes,  there  is  far  too  much  of  an  arbitrary 
petty  spirit  among  us.     I  am  grieved  to  see 

it." 

"  Take  up  this  subject,  rector,  reprobate 
it  in  the  pulpit.  I  will  endeavour,  in 
another  way  to  shame  out  of  it  those 
who,  I  am  distressed  to  see,  go  on  here  as 
they  do.  We  must  have  reform.  With  all 
my  striving  this  winter,  the  reforms  I  desire 
are  in  their  infancy.  The  reading-rooms, 
it  is  true,  have  answered  better  than  I 
expected  :  but  those  beer-shops  don't  seem 
to  diminish.  I  must  adopt  some  other  plan 
tp  reduce  their  number.     They  are  a  great 
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annoyance  to  me,  because  they  are  a  source 
of  corruption  to  the  morals  of  the  poor." 

"You  must  have  patience,  my  young 
friend ;  in  the  hackneyed  phrase,  '  Eome 
was  not  built  in  a  day.'  Bad  habits  are 
not  easily  broken.  The  rising  generation 
will  be  that  which  you  will  perceive  to  be 
most  benefited.  Look  not  for  any  sudden 
advancement  of  our  poor  population  ;  if  you 
do,  you  will  be  disappointed.  Whatever  you 
undertake  never  be  dispirited.  We  must 
never  tire  of  doing  good  because  the  bene- 
ficial fruit  is  not  immediate." 

"  True  ;  I  am  apt  to  be  too  impatient." 
"  Consider,  Mr.  Gwynne,  what  a  deplor- 
able state  this  village  was  in  antecedently  to 
Captain  Lewis  coming  into  this  country. 
There  was  not  a  real  school  in  the  place. 
The  information  the  people  gained  was 
from  the  chapels  alone  ;  and  you  know  the 
preachers  there  are  energetic  enough,  but 
they  are  generally  men  of  no  education. 
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What  but  a  very  limited  good  could  you 
expect  from  them  !  The  people  would  still 
be  in  an  uncivilized  state.  The  moral  edu- 
cation of  its  youth  should  be  the  main  object, 
and  the  results  of  that  are  sure.  " 

"  You  think,  I  see,  with  Aristotle,  that 
all  who  meditate  on  the  art  of  governing 
mankind  are  convinced  that  the  fate  of 
empires  depends  upon  the  education  of  their 
youth.  I  would  also  educate  the  adults. 
There  is  this  Robin,  the  poacher,  who  you 
say,  is  an  energetic,  active  man :  I  would 
educate  him,  so  that  he  might  turn  that 
energy  to  some  account.  We  must,  rector, 
prevent  him  from  being  shut  up  in  prison, 
to  brood  over  his  misfortunes,  and  sow  in 
his  heart;  seeds  of  disaffection  and  hatred 
against  the  class  foremost  in  incarcerating 
him.  I  would  give  him  employment.  If 
they  can't  prove  anything  serious  against 
the  man,  what  do  you  say  to  my  being  bail 
for  him  ?     You  may  rely  upon  my  taking 
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every  precaution  that  he  does  not  go  back 
to  his  old  habits." 

"  I  should  fear  giving  you  my  opinion 
prior  to  hearing  the  case,  anxious  as  I  am 
that  the  poor  man  should  not  become  the 
victim  of  his  enemies.  Let  nothing  be  done, 
my  young  friend,  prematurely.  We  should 
know  whether  the  case  is  heinous,  or  the 
reverse/ ' 

"  Was  that  the  Clogwyn  gardener  who 
touched  his  hat  to  us  ?  I  remember  the 
man's  face — I  did  not  know  he  was  in  the 
country,"  said  Anarawd,  breaking  off  from 
the  subject  upon  which  they  had  been  con- 
versing. 

"  Yes.  By-t  he-bye,  have  you  heard  the 
news  in  the  village  this  morning  ?" 

"  No  :  I  know  little  of  what  is  going  on 
in  the  neighbourhood.  I  pay  no  attention  to 
gossip.'' 

"  It  can  hardly  be  called  gossip.  A 
letter  has  been  received  from  Miss  Lewis 
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Fitzhammon,  announcing  her  intention  of 
coming  shortly  to  Clogwyn.  She  intends 
retaining  the  name  of  Lewis,  I  have  heard. 
Is  that  true  ?" 

"  I  believe  so." 

"  The  gardener  is  no  doubt  on  his  way 
to  Clogwyn,  going  into  office  again,  by  his 
appearance." 

No  intelligence  could  have  been  more 
grateful  to  Anarawd ;  but  he  did  not  give 
utterance  to  his  satisfaction.  He  became 
absent.  The  poachers,  the  beer-shops, 
and  education,  had  no  more  a  share  in  his 
thoughts.  What  a  severe  trial  it  would  be 
to  Gertrude,  returning  to  her  old  home  ! 
Time  had  been  upon  the  wing — it  was 
more  than  a  year  and  a  half  since  Captain 
Lewis  had  taken  leave  of  the  country. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


Before  sunrise,  the  old  gardener  at  Clog- 
wyn  was  actively  at  work.  The  walks  and 
terrace,  which  had  been  choked  and  matted 
with  weeds  for  so  long,  were  now  clearing 
up.  It  was  wonderful  how,  by  old  Robert's 
indefatigable  exertions,  they  were  restored 
to  their  former  neatness.  There  was  no 
disguising  the  pleasure  in  the  old  man's 
heart  at  being  once  more  in  his  former 
quarters :  it  almost  shone  in  his  face  as 
he  wheeled  away  barrow  after  barrow  load, 
stopping  occasionally  to  make  remarks  to 
his  men  on  the  mown  lawn,  and  the  fresh 
neat  look  of  his    gravel-walks,      "  I   only 
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sorry  I  not  make  it  ready  for  the  master, 
as  well  as  the  little  mistress  !"  an  excla- 
mation he  often  repeated.  Then  he  would 
look  wistfully  round.  "  Poor  master ! 
what  a  pleasure  he  took  in  building  the 
house  and  greenhouses,  and  giving  his 
orders  about  the  garden  !  He  had  himself 
seen  every  shrub  put  into  the  ground.* '  The 
old  gardener  had  been  with  Captain  Lewis 
from  the  commencement  of  his  plans.  "  No- 
body could  have  had  a  better  master," 
again  muttered  the  old  man.  "  He  never 
spoke  an  angry  word  to  anybody.  It  is  a 
sorry  thing  for  him  to  be  now  in  his  grave, 
while  so  many  bad,  base  men  live,  and 
flourish  too,  even  to  an  advanced  age." 

The  long  shadows  of  evening  were  upon 
the  lawn.  It  was  time  to  leave  off  work. 
As  the  old  gardener  stood  once  more  to 
take  a  general  survey  of  the  borders  and 
well-trimmed  shrubs,  a  happy  vision  of  the 
past  seemed  to  rise  before  him.  "  How 
often  had  he  seen  his  master  standing  upon 

M  2 
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that  precise  spot,  leading  his  little  girl — 
that  little  girl  with  the  beautiful  light  hair 
falling  over  her  shoulders,  and  such  a 
merry  voice — more  merry  and  more  soft 
than  any  other  child's  ;  and  when  she  first 
came  into  the  country,  not  higher  than 
that "  (continued  the  gardener,  putting 
out  his  spade,  and  measuring  it  with  his 
hand,  speaking  as  if  a  person  was  present,) 
"  and  to  think  ! — to  think  ! — she  will  now 
come  alone  without  the  father!" 

He  shook  his  head,  brushed  away  a  tear 
with  his  soiled  shirt-sleeves,  and  taking  up 
his  barrow,  left  the  premises. 

As  the  fishing-boats  passed  under  the 
dark  cliffs  on  which  the  great  house  of 
Clogwyn  stood,  the  men  looked  up,  and 
noticed  the  smoke  curling  from  its  lonof 
chimneys.  They  then  looked  at  each  other 
with  gravity,  and  in  silence,  for  all  thought 
and  felt  alike.  There  was  a  day  when  they 
would  have  hailed  the  scene  with  gladness  : 
now  they  too  well  knew  that  the  friend  of 
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the  fisherman  was  gone,  and  that  the  fire 
burning  upon  the  hearth  in  the  great  house 
burned  no  more  for  him.  No  fire  in  that 
house  would  ever  cheer  him  again,  for  the 
shadow  of  death  was  upon  his  eyelids. 
Splash,  splash  went  the  oars,  and  the  little 
boats  passed  on,  and  were  soon  out  of  sight. 

The  same  evening,  Anarawd  Gwynne 
passed  with  his  boat  in  full  sail,  the  wind 
aft.  He,  too,  noticed  the  smoke,  and 
remained  tacking  about  within  view  of 
Clogwyn  till  a  late  hour. 

Day  after  day  passed ;  still  Gertrude  did 
not  make  her  appearance — no  one  seemed 
aware  when  she  was  to  be  expected. 

"  What  has  come  over  master,  I  wonder  ?" 
said  the  butler,  entering  the  servants'  hall, 
one  evening,  with  a  look  of  concern  :  "  he 
has  not  touched  a  bit  of  dinner — no,  not  a 
bit.  Now,  though  he  has  been  out  all  the 
morning,  working  like  a  horse  for  the  peo- 
ple in  the  village,  he  has  taken   up  his  cap 
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and  gone  straight  down  the  drive — at  this 
time  of  night,  too !" 

"  Perhaps,  perhaps/'  repeated  Mills, 
pronouncing  the  words  without  aspirating 
the  h,  "  he  has  heard  Miss  Lewis  has 
arrived,  and  has  gone  down  to  Clogwyn  to 
give  her  a  welcome.  It  would  be  natural, 
you  know — quite  natural." 

"No;  you  are  mistaken/'  replied  the 
butler.  "  Are  you  not  aware  what  they 
all  say,  that  master  and  the  young  lady  have 
quarreled,  and  that  it  is  a  quarrel  that  can 
never  be  made  up  ?" 

"  Nonsense  !  Do  you  think,  my  old  fellow, 
I  should  be  such  a  fool  as  to  believe  that  ? 
The  young  lady  is  not  married,  nor  is  our 
master.  Mind  what  I  say  :  you  will  never 
see  master  marry  any  one  else.  As  to 
them  stories  set  a  going  about  the  country, 
who  would  believe  them  ?  Lors  !  why  there 
has  been  enough  said  about  Captain  Lewis, 
and   that  young  lady,  since   they   left   the 
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country,  to  make  two  or  three  good-sized 
books.  I'll  be  bound  to  say,  there  is  about 
as  much  truth  in  these  reports,  as  there  is 
of  your  being  engaged  to  little  Margaret." 

"Engaged  to  little  Margaret  Mills? 
Don't  talk  nonsense  !  You  don't  mean  to 
say  a  foolish  report  like  that  has  got  about 
the  neighbourhood  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  it  has ;  I  wonder  you  have 
not  heard  it  before,"  said  Mills,  grinning 
till  he  showed  every  tooth  in  his  head. 
"  The  old  butler  at  Bleddyn  has  got  little 
Margaret  back,  and  is  going  to  make  her 
his  wife.     That's  in  everybody's  mouth." 

"  Good  gracious  !  what  next  ?"  ejaculated 
Williams.  "  I  am  old  enough  to  be  her 
grandfather.  Lord !  what  a  world  it  is  to 
be  sure  !" 

Mills  again  grinned,  and  winking  at  one 
of  his  fellow-servants,  continued,  with  mock 
gravity — 

"  You  see,  between  you  and  me  and  the 
cupboard,    Williams,    we    can't    be    much 
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surprised  at  the  story  circulating  among  the 
folks,  considering  how  high  little  Margaret 
holds  you  in  her  regard,  and  what  a  great 
deal  of  notice  you  take  of  her:  you  are  so 
polite  to  her  when  she  goes  to  church ; 
putting  on  her  cloak  the  moment  it  begins 
to  rain,  and  taking  it  off  so  carefully  if  she 
feels  too  warm.  To  tell  the  truth,  Williams, 
I  have  had  fits  of  jealousy.  I  thought, 
perhaps,  you  did  mean  something." 

The  old  butler  coloured  up  to  his  temples. 
"No,  Mr.  Mills,  I  did  not  mean  anything. 
I  look  upon  little  Margaret  as  I  would 
upon  a  daughter ;  and  I  am  always,  I  hope, 
polite  to  the  females.  I  shall  thank  you  to 
contradict  the  report,  because  it  may  do 
little  Margaret  harm.  If  people  talk  such 
nonsense  as  that  in  the  place,  I'll  be  like 
you,  Mills — not  believe  a  word  they  say  of 
master  and  the  young  lady." 

"  In  a  country  place,  Williams,  you  know, 
there  is  always  more  gossip  than  in  a  town. 
Therefore,  if  you  would  not  be  talked  about, 
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you  must  be  upon  your  guard.  You  are 
sure  you  have  no  sly  intention  of  taking 
little  Margaret  from  me  ?" 

"  How  can  you  ask  such  a  foolish 
question,  Mills  ?"  replied  the  butler,  looking 
not  over-pleased  at  the  groom's  marked 
manner  and  tone. 

"  Well,  my  good  old  fellow ;  to  tell  the 
truth — it  is  no  use  hiding  it  any  longer — I 
am  fond  of  Margaret,  and  begin  to  think, 
dear  little  soul,  I  can't  go  through  life 
without  her.  Just  see  now — she  has  gone 
out  this  evening ;  how  confoundedly  dull  it 
s  !  I  was  thinking  I  must  go  to  the  stable^ 
a  id  give  the  horses  an  extra  whisk  down,  to 
kill  time.  Suppose  now,  Williams,  1  was  to 
go  and  meet  her,  and  escort  her  home  ? 
That  would  be  the  polite  way  of  doing  the 
thing,  would  it  not?  You,  who  understand 
the  females  so  well,  ought  to  give  me  a 
lesson.  I  am  such  a  rough  dog,  you  know, 
and  have  not  been  used  to  this  sort  of  thing. 
Good  lors  !  what  work  it  will  be  to  pop  the 
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question !  Before  I  can  chop  out  three 
words,  I  should  feel  a  suffocation,  like." 

"  You  will  require  more  than  three  words," 
said  the  butler,  raising  his  eyebrows,  and 
finishing  his  sentence  with  a  dry  cough. 

"  What  more  ?  Lors  !  let  me  see.  c  Mar- 
garet, my  little  dear,  will  you  trot  down  life 
with  me  ?' — Would  that  do  ?  No,  that  would 
be  too  long ;  I  know  I  should  break  down  in 
the  middle,  and  make  a  fool  of  myself.  I 
wonder  if  every  man  feels  this  qualmish, 
quaking  sensation,  when  he  is  thinking 
about  asking  a  girl  to  marry  him.  If  it  is 
so,  Williams,  I  wonder  there  are  so  many 
matches  made  up  in  the  world.  When  a 
man  asks  a  woman,  and  she  says  No,  it  must 
be  cutting  work.  Good  lors  !  how  I  should 
kick  at  it !  Now,  I  am  not  quite  sure  how  I 
stand  in  my  shoes  :  if  I  were  to  catch  hold 
of  little  Margaret's  hand,  and  giving  it  a 
squeeze,  find  breath  enough  to  sigh,  and  ask 
her  to  marry  me,  I  can't  be  sure  if  she 
would  say  Yes." 
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"  Then  I  should  advise  you  by  all  means 
to  wait,  Mills,  till  you  know  whether  she  will 
say  yes  or  no." 

(i  That's  the  difficulty.  A  woman  is  an  odd 
creature  :  she  may  like  to  give  you  her  smiles, 
and  talk  sweetly  to  you,  and  yet  not  like  to 
have  you  for  a  husband.  Then  the  man 
gets  into  a  snare,  like,  and  she  just  makes  a 
fool  of  him.  The  deuce  take  it !  Now  tell 
me,  butler,  what  I  am  to  do.  I  should  not 
like  to  be  made  a  fool  of  by  any  girl." 

"Wait  a  bit;  never  be  in  too  great  a 
hurry  upon  such  an  occasion.  Margaret 
will  make  a  good  wife  ;  she  is  worth  hand- 
ling tenderly." 

"  Good  lors  !  I  have  never  been  tender 
in  my  life.  How,  then,  am  I  to  manage  it  ? 
You  alarm  me.  She  knows,  old  fellow,  that 
I  am  a  rough  subject.  Now  I  think  of  it, 
she  does  not  dislike  me  the  worse  for  that, 
because  we  have  always  been  such  good 
friends.  Say  no  more  about  tender  hand- 
lings— it  is  not  in  my  nature  ;  were  I  to  at- 
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tempt  it,  I  should  be  making  an  out-and-out 
fool  of  myself.  If  a  man  is  rough  or  tender,  it 
is  always  better  to  be  natural,  particularly 
when  you  want  to  find  the  way  to  a  girl's 
heart.  There  is  nothing  like  nature;  and 
yet,  I  fear  it  is  not  such  an  easy  thing,  after 
all,  for  a  man  to  pop  the  question  ;  burn  my 
eyes  if  it  is  !" 

The  butler  got  up  to  go,  and  put  by  the 
wine  in  the  dining-room,  saying,  as  he  left 
the  kitchen,  half  to  himself  and  half  to  the 
cook,  who  had  just  made  her  appearance, — 
€i  Master  must  have  a  good  tea  to-night. 
Remember,  he  has  not  had  anything  since 
breakfast.  Something  must  be  the  matter, 
Mills  :  you  may  be  right,  after  all,  about 
Miss  Lewis.'1 

The  young  master  was  at  this  moment 
pacing  up  and  down  upon  the  road  between 
Clogwyn  and  Bleddyn.  The  night  was 
almost  as  bright  as  day  ;  and  the  air,  though 
sharp  for  the  end  of  spring,  was  not  unplea- 
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sant,  at  least  not  to  Anarawd  Gwynne,  for 
he  took  off  his  hat  several  times,  as  if  enjoy- 
ing the  freshness  of  the  breeze. 

Several  peasants  passed  him  on  the  road, 
turning  round  and  looking  after  him,  evi- 
dently surprised  at  seeing  him  there. 

"  What  bring  the  master  on  the  road  at 
this  time  of  night,  I  wonder  ?"  said  Hugh 
Lloyd,  addressing  his  companion,  as  they 
went  on  towards  the  village. 

€i  Miss  Lewis  of  Clogwyn  is  coming.  I 
saw  the  carriage  going  in  the  morning  to 
meet  her  at  the  railway.  He  is  waiting  for 
her,  I  suppose." 

"No;  they  are  not  friends  now.  I  am 
sorry  for  that  little  girl,  coming  to  the  great 
house  without  the  captain.  Everybody  must 
be  sorry  for  her.  I  see  it  was  a  great  pity 
she  quarrel  with  our  master  :  she  never  get 
a  better  husband  anywhere.  We  are  all  dis- 
appointed not  to  see  her  the  wife  of  Bleddyn. 
But  it  is  no  use  to  vex  ;  I  vex  about  many 
things,  and  I  not  see  it  do  any  good/' 
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"  I  have  told  you  that  many  times,  Hugh . 
It  is  better  to  take  things  smoothly,  to  drink 
them  down,  like,  just  as  you  would  a  glass  of 
beer,  and  think  nothing  more  about  them. 
Do  you  remember,  I  told  you  not  to  fret  your 
flesh  off  your  bones  on  account  of  those 
Mormons  coming  into  the  village  ?  You  see 
we  have  got  rid  of  them.,, 

"  Ay,  sure ;  but  had  our  young  landlord 
kept  away  much  longer,  that  wicked  sinner 
Sam  Lea  would  have  been  here,  still  cor- 
rupting the  women." 

"  Indeed,  Lloyd,  the  time  has  come  we 
ought  to  hear  no  more  grumbling  on  your 
part.  You  have  got  what  you  wanted ;  our 
landlord  living  altogether  in  the  country.  If 
you  are  dissatisfied  now,  your  little  wife 
ought  to  pull  your  ears  for  you.,, 

"  Well,  I  am  contented  and  happy,  Ellis ; 
only  you  see  to-night,  the  little  lady  coming 
home,  bring  back  many  things  in  my  mind. 
Poor  captain  !  we  have  a  great  loss  in  losing 
him.     Don't  think  I  am  not  glad  to  see  the 
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great  change  in  Angharad,  for  I  am  ;  and 
nobody   can   feel   greater  respect   for  Mr. 
Gwynne  than  I  do.     The  town  is  something 
like  now — it  is  respectable  at  last.     And  it 
will  be  always  so,  while  master  won't  let  his 
houses  to  any  family  that  do  not  bear  a  good 
character.     I  hear  him  myself  say  he  would 
rather  see  his  houses  stand  empty  for  twenty 
years,  than  let  them  to  those  who  were  not 
considered   respectable.      He    shows   great 
wisdom  in  that.     It  will  make  a  wonderful 
difference  in  the  country,  you  will  see/' 

"  Did  you  hear  he  has  bought  Bryn-y- 
Coed?" 

"  No  ;  is  it  true  ?" 

a  Yes ;  I  get  orders  from  the  agent  to 
put  the  grounds  in  order,  and  he  has  offered 
me  good  wages.,, 

"  Mr.  Gwynne  give  good  wages  to  all  his 
workmen.  He  is  not  like  his  father,  screw- 
ing all  the  poor  fellows  down.  Indeed, 
Ellis,  I  am  sure  we  have  never  had  such  a 
champion   of  a  landlord  in  the  country  be- 
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fore.  Do  you  know  what  he  did  when  Mr. 
Cad  Maurice  told  him  why  my  rent  had  been 
raised  ?  Lower  it  in  a  minute  to  what  it 
was  before.  He  give  me  back,  too,  what  his 
father  take  from  me.  What  gentleman  in 
this  country  would  do  that,  I  ask  ?  Not  one, 
I  am  convinced.  Did  I  not  tell  you  all, 
this  young  man  would  be  different  to  Owen 
Herbert,  his  father?  I  see  it  in  him  when 
he  was  a  boy.  He  was  so  good  and  attentive 
to  his  mother,  while  his  father  treated  his 
badly.    That  sort  of  thing  tell  the  character.'' 

On  arriving  before  the  sign,  the  men  en- 
tered the  house.  Anarawd  Gwynne  was  still 
parading  up  and  down,  like  a  lonely  sentinel. 

The  wheels  of  a  carriage  were  heard  in 
the  distance.  In  a  short  time,  a  vehicle  came 
whisking  by  him  with  considerable  speed. 
There  were  no  carriage-horses  in  the  country 
that  went  at  such  a  pace  as  those  of  Captain 
Lewis,  and  no  one  could  mistake  the  Clog- 
wyn  carriage.  That  carriage  contained  all 
that  was  dear  to  him  upon  earth  !     He  stood 
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in  the  centre  of  the  road  watching  it,  and 
heard  it  draw  up  at  the  Clogwyn  gates.  The 
sound  of  the  horses'  hoofs  died  away  upon 
the  well-rolled  drive — a  sound  that  had  not 
greeted  his  ear  for  a  long  time.  Gertrude 
was  come — his  beloved  Gertrude  !  How  his 
heart  yearned  to  go  to  her,  to  comfort  her, 
and  to  aid  her  to  support  that  bitter  struggle 
which  he  knew  it  would  cost  her  on  her 
return  to  her  old  home,  bereft  of  him  who 
had  been  so  singularly  entwined  with  her 
existence  from  childhood,  and  as  singularly 
dear  to  her  !  Cruelly  as  she  had  treated  him, 
Anarawd  was  ready  to  forgive  her,  and 
on  the  present  occasion  felt  deep  sympathy 
in  her  distress. 

He  walked  as  far  as  the  Clogwyn  gates, 
and  then  returned.  His  heart  ached  as  he 
reflected  upon  his  painful  position.  He  was 
still  thankful  Gertrude  had  not  wholly 
banished  him  from  her  society.  She  had 
consented  to  be  of  the  number  of  his  friends, 
and  she  would  always  receive  him  as  one. 
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To  feel  he  might  still  visit  Clogwyn,  was  a 
consolation  that  in  some  degree  cooled  the 
fever  in  his  veins.  He  returned  home, 
ordered  coffee,  said  it  was  all  he  should 
require,  and  bade  the  servants  retire  to  rest. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


A  week  or  two  had  elapsed  after  her  arrival. 
Gertrude  and  her  cousin  were  seated  in  the 
library  window.  The  general  aspect  of  the 
room  appeared  the  same,  and  yet  it  was 
not  exactly  the  same  as  formerly.  There 
were  wanting  those  slight  indescribable 
touches,  that  gave  that  genial  tone  to  the 
picture  which  it  had  always  before  borne. 
The  flower-glass  stood  empty  upon  the  table. 
The  books,  formally  arranged,  looked,  as 
was  really  the  case,  to  have  been  untouched 
and  unnoticed  for  a  considerable  period  : 
some  of  them  were  slightly  speckled  with 
damp  from  the  sea-air. 

VOL.    III.  n 
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Any  one  who  had  known  Gertrude  pre- 
viously to  Captain  Lewis  going  to  Australia, 
would  not  now  have  recognized  her.  She 
had  become  thin ;  her  face  was  extremely 
pale,  and  yet  her  complexion  was  trans- 
parent, so  that  her  temples  were  discoloured 
by  the  interlining  of  blue  veins.  Added  to 
this,  her  long  lashes,  and  the  shade  round 
her  eyelids,  gave  her  features  a  pensive  and 
melancholy  expression.  A  tear  often  fell 
from  the  eyes  of  Lady  Agnes,  as  she  watched 
Gertrude's  face  vary  in  its  expression  when 
she  came  in  contact  with  objects  which  were 
associated  with  him  who  was  no  more, 
and  for  whom  she  still  mourned  so  deeply. 
At  first  it  required  all  Lady  Agnes's  utmost 
energy  to  comfort  or  cheer  her  unhappy 
companion,  she  was  so  prostrated  by  sorrow. 

If  Gertrude  had  been  an  object  of  interest 
in  her  appearance  before,  she  was  doubly  so 
now ;  there  was  something  so  fragile  and 
angelic  about  her,  such  sweetness  blended 
with  sadness  in  her  features.     Not  a  shadow 
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of  discontent  or  irritability  could  be  traced 
there,  but  patient  suffering  was  all  which 
appeared. 

The  first  bitter  feelings  passed,  home,  her 
once  dear  home,  seemed  to  reconcile  her 
more  to  her  lot.  At  times  she  spoke  com- 
posedly about  the  building  of  the  church, 
and  carrying  out  the  improvements  which 
Captain  Lewis  had  begun,  but  had  not 
completed.  They  even  became  a  source  of 
enjoyment  at  last ;  for  they  employed  her 
mind,  while  they  did  not  break  off  their 
connection  with  the  name  of  him  on  whose 
memory  she  found  a  melancholy  pleasure  in 
meditating. 

"  I  wish  you  would  undertake  the  super- 
intendence of  the  girls'  school,  when  I  have 
built  it,"  said  Gertrude,  addressing  her 
cousin ;  "I  am  "sadly  deficient  in  those 
matters.  I  should  not  have  an  idea  how  to 
set  about  it.  Will  you,  dear  Agnes?" 
"I  should  be  delighted  to  do  so,  but  fear, 
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having  no  knowledge  of  Welsh,  it  will  be  a 
drawback." 

"  I  think  not ;  many  of  the  parents  know 
a  little  English,  and  the  children  are  willing 
and  quick.  You  will  find  it  more  practi- 
cable than  you  imagine.  Besides,  Agnes, 
with  your  energy,  you  will  pick  up  a  little 
Welsh  very  quickly.,, 

"  Oh  dear,  no ;  I  could  not  learn  German ; 
Welsh  is  far  more  difficult.  It  would  be 
beyond  my  capacity." 

"  Do  not  consider  that  an  obstacle ;  with 
the  schoolmistress's  help  you  will  get  on 
admirably.' ' 

"  If  you  think  so,  I  am  ready  to  under- 
take the  office.  I  cannot  live  much  longer 
here  without  employment  to  some  advantage, 
either  of  my  own  or  others.  At  times  I  felt 
so  much  the  idleness  abroad. " 

"  For  you  it  was  indeed  a  wearisome  life  ; 
I  made  it  still  more  trying  to  you." 

"  No,  dear  Gertrude,  just  the  reverse  :  it 
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was  a  secret  gratification  to  feel  I  was  of 
benefit  to  you." 

"  You  are  a  good  Samaritan,  and  I  trust 
will  meet  with  the  reward  you  deserve." 

After  a  pause,  she  continued  —  "I  am 
anxious  to  drive  to  the  sands  this  afternoon, 
and  fix  on  the  spot  for  the  school.  I  am 
desirous,  too,  to  see  if  they  have  begun  the 
foundation  of  the  church.  Mr.  Maurice 
promised  me  the  work  should  be  commenced 
this  week ;  I  am  impatient,  anxious,  very 
anxious  to  have  his  remains  laid  there, 
Agnes." 

Tears  came  into  her  eyes.  She  rose 
hastily,  and  went  to  the  book-case  to  fetch  a 
volume  which  her  cousin  had  been  speaking 
of  a  few  minutes  previously. 

"  While  searching  for  the  work,  her  eyes 
dimmed  with  tears,  a  loud  rat-tat  came  upon 
the  hall-door. 

"  Pray  don't  let  him  come  into  this  room ; 
not  here,"  exclaimed  Gertrude,  sinking  into 
a  chair  and   pointing   towards    the    door. 
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;i  My  dear  Agnes,  do  go,  and  prevent  Gale 
from  showing  him  in  here." 

"  Who,  my  dear — who  do   you  suppose 

it  is  r 

"  Anarawd  Gwynne.  I  wish  he  would 
not  come  to  see  me ;  he  is  doing  himself 
injury,  adding  pain  to  pain.  Tell  the  foot- 
man to  show  him  into  the  drawing-room. 

"  It  may  not  be  he." 

"  It  is  Agnes;  Iknowitis.  Do  oblige  me  !" 

Before  her  cousin  had  time  to  cross 
the  room,  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and 
Anarawd  Gwynne  was  announced.  He  had 
called  twice  before,  but  had  not  seen  Ger- 
trude. He  had  only  caught  one  glimpse  of 
her  since  her  arrival,  and  that  was  one 
evening  when  she  was  driving  out. 

It  was  an  embarrassing  meeting  for  both; 
Gertrude  seemed  to  be  the  calmest,  although 
a  moment  before  she  had  been  so  agitated. 

During  the  time  he  remained,  she  sat  still, 
scarcely  opening  her  lips. 
When  he  was  gone,  and  Lady  Agnes  left 
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her  to  walk  down  the  drive  with  Anarawd, 
she  concealed  her  face  and  wept. 

"  Would  he  had  not  come  into  the  library ! 
not  here,  not  here,  anywhere  but  here.     It 
made  it  a  thousand  times  more  painful  for 
both."     Visions  of   the  happy  past  flitted 
before  her.     How  unaccountable  it  was  that 
she  should  be  so  changed !  that  she  should 
have  treated  him  so  heartlessly,  and  yet  he 
could  forgive  her,  and  be  so  blind  to  his  own 
interest  to  care  for  her  still !     She  read  his 
regard  for  her  in  his  eyes.    He  did  still  care 
for  her — for  a  blighted  heart,  bereft  of  its 
former  purity  and  freshness.      She  could 
never  be  to  him  what  she  had  once  been. 
Was  there  not  still  sorrow  in  store  for  him, 
and  endless  remorse  for  herself?      Again 
she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and 
wept  bitterly. 

When  Lady  Agnes  returned  to  the  library, 
Gertrude  was  not  there.  JShe  did  not  see 
her  again  till  she  found  her  seated  in  the 
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carriage  before  the  hall-door  waiting  for  her. 
A  thick  veil  was  drawn  over  her  face. 

"  You  had  better  send  Fuller  for  a  warm 
cloak  ;  it  will  be  cold  by  the  sea-side,"  said 
Gertrude,  as  Lady  Agnes  got  into  the  car- 
riage. "  The  weather  is  fitful  in  Wales. 
We  may  have  a  shower.  It  is  better  to  be 
prepared." 

As  they  drove  out  of  the  gates,  an  exquisite 
mountain-view,  rich  in  light  and  shadow, 
burst  suddenly  upon  them.  Lady  Agnes, 
with  a  cheerful  smile,  exclaimed — 

"  How  charming  !  how  lovely  !  I  had  no 
idea  Wales  possessed  so  much  beauty.  We 
need  not  go  to  the  Alps  in  search  of  the 
picturesque.  There  is  a  great  advantage 
here,  too ;  the  eye  can  devour  it  all  at  once, 
without  feeling  lost  and  bewildered.  This 
sort  of  scenery,  I  think,  suits  my  quiet  taste 
the  best.  Those  frowning  Alps,  rising 
abruptly  to  the  heavens,  with  their  snowy 
peaks,  are  grand  and  imposing ;  but  they 
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always  give  me  a  feeling  of  awe.  There 
was  a  wrant  of  softness  and  friendliness  of 
character  about  them.  We  never  tire  of 
going  to  look  upon  their  rugged  features ; 
we  are  ever  ready  to  pay  homage  to  them  ; 
but  we  should  never  say,  '  Let  us  make  our 
home  among  them  ;'  we  should  shrink  from 
the  embraces  of  their  giant  arms.  Here,  on 
the  contrary,  there  are  smiling  hills  and 
valleys,  as  well  as  lofty  mountains,  full  of 
snug  nooks  and  corners,  sheltered  from  the 
storms,  inviting  us  to  take  root  upon  their 
soil  in  a  region  of  peace  and  repose,  so  that 
it  seems  difficult  to  resist  the  invitation.  At 
Bingen,  Gertrude,  you  know  how  you  used 
to  talk  of  beauty  losing  its  charm.  You 
surely  cannot  be  insensible  to  this  lovely 
prospect,  varying  at  every  turn  of  the  road. 
You  must  indeed  be  glad  to  be  again  among 
your  hills  ;  you  must  relish  this  sweetness 
and  beauty,  do  you  not?  I  am  myself  en- 
chanted." 

N  2 
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"  Yes,"  said  Gertrude,  in  a  low  voice  ; 
"  I  may  not  be  insensible  to  beauty,  but  I 
don't  feel  any  wild  rapture  for  the  picturesque 
now,  nor  deem  it  so  exquisite  as  I  once 
thought  it.  Perhaps  my  eye  has  grown 
more  fastidious,  or  the  beauty  formerly  seen 
was  in  association  with  other  things.  When 
my  eye  rests  upon  these  familiar  scenes,  I 
am  certain  they  seem  to  have  a  faded  appear- 
ance. Nothing  of  that  former  freshness, 
that  brightness  which  I  can  so  well  remember 
excited  my  admiration  and  found  its  way 
into  my  heart,  is  visible  now.  I  have  none 
of  the  feelings  I  once  had  here  ;  they  are 
gone,  I  fear,  for  ever.  A  dull  heart,  perhaps, 
makes  a  dull  eye." 

Gertrude  drew  herself  up  into  the  corner 
of  the  carriage,  as  if  unwilling  to  continue 
the  conversation. 

When  they  got  upon  the  noiseless  sands, 
Lady  Agnes  was  the  first  to  break  the 
pause. 
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a  How  very  ill  Mr.  Gwynne  looked  !  Are 
you  aware,  Gertrude,  he  had  a  severe  illness 
a  few  months  back  ?  " 

"No." 

u  He  makes  light  of  it,  but  I  am  sure  his 
sufferings  must  have  been  severe  to  have 
confined  him  to  his  room  for  a  whole 
month.  On  that  occasion,  poor  young 
man,  how  much  he  must  have  missed  his 
mother's  solicitude,  and  how  dull  it  must 
have  been  for  him,  passing  so  many  months 
alone  in  that  solitary-looking  house  buried 
in  the  trees  !" 

"  Yes,"  murmured  Gertrude,  with  an 
involuntary  sigh  ;  "  I  wish  dear  Lady  Eliza- 
beth had  been  alive,  that  she  might  not 
only  have  been  a  comfort  to  him,  but  have 
given  him  what  he  needs  at  present  more 
than  all — counsel." 

A  serious  expression  passed  over  Lady 
Asnies's  face  .What  did  she  mean  ?  It  was 
an  odd  speech  for  her  cousin  to  make. 
"  He  want's  companionship  more,"  said  she, 
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Gertrude  roused  herself,  and  appeared 
satisfied  to  find  the  foundation  of  the  church 
was  partly  laid  down.  With  a  melancholy 
pleasure,  she  stoood  and  watched  the  carts 
come  and  return,  and  viewed  the  necessary 
concomitants  for  the  work  strewed  upon  the 
spot  ready  for  use.  Mr.  Cad  Maurice  was 
there,  overlooking  the  workmen.  At  Ger- 
trude's desire,  he  acccompanied  them  to 
fix  upon  an  eligible  site  for  erecting  the 
girls'  school. 

Before  they  returned  home,  and  at  Lady 
Agnes's  particular  request,  they  visited  the 
cottages,  and  formed  plans,  not  only  for  the 
present  relief  of  the  poor  inhabitants,  but 
for  their  future  welfare.  A  clothing-club 
was  about  to  be  established,  and  a  temporary 
sewing-school,  or  school  of  industry,  which 
Lady  Agnes  considered  was  of  far  more 
importance  than  cramming  poor  little  rag- 
ged children  with  history  and  geography  ; 
branches  of  knowledge  which  never  would 
be   of  use   in   their   sphere — only   palling 
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upon  their  taste,  in  place  of  introduc- 
ing more  useful  and  homely  occupations. 
There  was  nothing  of  so  much  importance 
as  educating  children  of  that  class  in  what 
would  be  practically  useful ;  thus  giving 
them  a  chance  of  storing  up  money  honestly 
gained,  before  grey  hairs  and  infirmity 
appeared.  This,  and  moral  training,  had 
been,  and  should  be,  her  peculiar  concern, 
and  she  hoped  to  do  a  great  deal  of  good 
with  the  little  Welsh  children. 

Gertrude  glanced  at  her  cousin's  bene- 
volent face,  on  the  anticipation  of  renewing 
her  favourite  occupation,  and  carrying  out 
her  charitable  and  benevolent  intentions. 
That,  thought  Gertrude,  will  reconcile  her 
to  residing  in  Wales — a  secret  consolation  to 
myself ! 

When  they  arrived  home,  the  hour  was 
late.  Gertrude  hurried  to  her  room  to  dress 
for  dinner.  Yarico  soon  made  her  appear- 
ance, and  began  assisting  her  mistress  with 
a  cheerful  expression  of  face.     Gertrude  was 
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struck  with  the  change  which  had  come  uvei 
the  negress,  and  asked — 

"  What  is  it,  Yarico,  that  has  made  you 
look  so  happy  ?" 

"  Yarico  has  seen  Massa  Anarawd  to-day. 
Dat  make  her  glad  :  he  is  so  good,  and 
kind  to  eberybody.  Yarico  always  like 
young  Massa  Gwynne.  When  missus  was 
ill  in  Naples,  she  saw  him  so  broken-hearted ! 
All  de  house  dere  were  sorry  for  him.  Yarico 
was  sorry  for  him,  too,  when  Lady  Elizabeth 
died.  Yarico  must  always  like  Massa 
Anarawd,  and  be  glad  or  sorry  for  him  when 
de  sun  comes  and  does  not  shine  upun  his 
face." 

The  negress  paused, glanced  at  her  mistress, 
and  then  continued  with  added  fervency — 

"  Yarico  make  many  prayers :  but  her 
greatest  prayer,  is,  dat  de  joy  may  come 
back  to  her  mistress's  heart ;  dat  Yarico 
may  see  it  in  her  eyes,  and  hear  it  in  her 
voice.  Yarico  would  not  care  for  pain,  if 
she  could  make  her  missus  happy.,, 
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"  Thank  you,  dear  Yarico,  thank  you :  I 
am  persuaded  you  would  not  care  how  much 
you  sacrificed  to  make  me  happy,  were  it  in 
your  power  to  do  so."  She  turned  away  her 
face.  "I  do  not  require  any  more  assistance 
at  present.  You  had  better  go  and  put  away 
my  things ;  I  left  them  on  the  sofa  in  the 
vestibule." 

In  crossing  the  room  she  caught  sight  of 
her  face  in  the  glass,  and  was  startled  and 
alarmed  at  her  own  reflection.  What  a 
ghost  she  looked  !  how  changed ! — alas !  how 
changed !  Where  were  now  the  youth  and 
beauty  that  were  so  talked  about?  Not  a 
vestige  of  them  remaining ;  ill  health  and  un- 
mitigated sorrow  had  destroyed  them  before 
she  had  attained  twenty-one.  There  was  as 
great  a  change  in  her  face  as  in  her  heart. 
She  was  a  woeful  wreck.  She  was  not 
guilty  of  crime ;  nor  was  she  bereft  of  her 
senses,  like  many  under  the  like  circum- 
stances who  had  become  maniacs.  This 
she  ought  to  consider  a  great  mercy. 
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struck  with  the  change  which  had  come  uvei 
the  negress,  and  asked — 

"  What  is  it,  Yarico,  that  has  made  you 
look  so  happy  ?" 

"Yarico  has  seen  Massa  Anarawd  to-day. 
Dat  make  her  glad  :  he  is  so  good,  and 
kind  to  eberybody.  Yarico  always  like 
young  Massa  Gwynne.  When  missus  was 
ill  in  Naples,  she  saw  him  so  broken-hearted ! 
All  de  house  dere  were  sorry  for  him.  Yarico 
was  sorry  for  him,  too,  when  Lady  Elizabeth 
died.  Yarico  must  always  like  Massa 
Anarawd,  and  be  glad  or  sorry  for  him  when 
de  sun  comes  and  does  not  shine  upon  his 
face." 

The  negress  paused, glanced  at  her  mistress, 
and  then  continued  with  added  fervency — 

"  Yarico  make  many  prayers :  but  her 
greatest  prayer,  is,  dat  de  joy  may  come 
back  to  her  mistress's  heart ;  dat  Yarico 
may  see  it  in  her  eyes,  and  hear  it  in  her 
voice.  Yarico  would  not  care  for  pain,  if 
she  could  make  her  missus  happy." 
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"  Thank  you,  dear  Yarico,  thank  you :  I 
am  persuaded  you  would  not  care  how  much 
you  sacrificed  to  make  me  happy,  were  it  in 
your  power  to  do  so."  She  turned  away  her 
face.  "I  do  not  require  any  more  assistance 
at  present.  You  had  better  go  and  put  away 
my  things ;  I  left  them  on  the  sofa  in  the 
vestibule." 

In  crossing  the  room  she  caught  sight  of 
her  face  in  the  glass,  and  was  startled  and 
alarmed  at  her  own  reflection.  What  a 
ghost  she  looked  !  how  changed ! — alas !  how 
changed !  Where  were  now  the  youth  and 
beauty  that  were  so  talked  about?  Not  a 
vestige  of  them  remaining ;  ill  health  and  un- 
mitigated sorrow  had  destroyed  them  before 
she  had  attained  twenty-one.  There  was  as 
great  a  change  in  her  face  as  in  her  heart. 
She  was  a  woeful  wreck.  She  was  not 
guilty  of  crime ;  nor  was  she  bereft  of  her 
senses,  like  many  under  the  like  circum- 
stances who  had  become  maniacs.  This 
she  ought  to  consider  a  great  mercy. 
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"  Mr.  Gwynne  has  sent  me  Henry's  letter 
to  read.  I  don't  think  I  told  you,  he  is 
coming  to  Bleddyn  next  week  to  pay  his 
long-promised  visit,"  said  Lady  Agnes  just 
as  the  dessert  was  placed  upon  the  table.  "  I 
rejoice  he  has  not  again  put  it  off;  for  I 
think  it  will  do  Mr.  Gwynne  good  to  have 
him  there  :     Henry  is  always  so  cheerful  I" 

"  Yes,  I  am  glad  to  hear  he  is  coming ; 
I  wish  Henry  to  see  Wales,"  was  the  only 
reply  Gertrude  made. 

After  dinner,  they  sauntered  round  the 
garden,  and  sat  upon  the  terrace.  Their 
plans  for  the  improvement  of  the  wretched 
village  among  the  sand-hillocks  were  again 
discussed.  Lady  Agnes  seemed  desirous  to 
become  acquainted  with  the  Welsh  peasantry, 
repeatedly  asking  questions  about  them. 

During  Lord  Henry's  stay  at  Bleddyn,  the 
young  men  were  often  at  Clogwyn — some- 
times twice  in  the  day,  and  Gertrude  was 
often  unexpectedly  thrown  into  Anarawd's 
company.     Her  manner  towards   him  grew 
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more  genial,  but  she  avoided  familiar  inter- 
course with  him,  making  him  feel  indirectly 
that  he  stood  only  on  the  footing  of  a  friend. 

One  pleasant  evening,  Gertrude  and  her 
cousin  were  conversing  in  the  library,  when 
Lord  Henry  and  Anarawd  Gwynne  suddenly 
appeared  before  them  in  their  boating  attire. 

u  We  have  left  our  boat  below,  and  come 
up  on  purpose  to  take  you  a  sail ;  pray 
go  and  put  on  your  things/'  said  Lord 
Henry,  in  a  peremptory  tone. 

Gertrude  shrank  back.  "Not  this  evening; 
I  have  some  letters  to  write.  But,  Agnes,  you 
are  fond  of  the  water ;  you  can  go  without 
me;  do!" 

"  Gertrude,  I  will  not  have  an  excuse,  you 
must  come,"  said  the  viscount  taking  up 
her  mantle  and  hat,  which  were  lying  upon 
the  sofa,  and  putting  them  upon  his  cousin. 
u  Since  I  have  been  taking  you  about,  and 
rousing  you,  it  has  made  you  look  another 
person.     There  now,  you  are  ready.     Am  I 
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not  a  famous  lady's  maid  ?  Now,  Agnes,  make 
haste  and  get  your  things  on.  It  is  a  pity 
to  lose  a  moment.  The  tide  is  just  right — 
bring  some  cloaks." 

As  he  finished  the  sentence,  he  crossed 
the  room,  and  leaped  through  the  open 
window,  to  go  and  finish  his  cigar  upon  the 
terrace.  Lady  Agnes  at  the  same  instant 
quitted  the  library,  saying  she  should  not 
be  long. 

Gertrude  put  away  her  writing  materials, 
and  then  arranged  the  books  upon  the 
table.  Not  a  word  was  exchanged  with  her 
companion.  She  knew  he  was  watching 
her  ;  the  eyes  she  dreaded  to  encounter 
were  upon  her.  It  was  a  great  relief  when 
she  heard  her  cousin's  step  in  the  hall, 
moving  towards  the  door.  She  said,  in  one 
of  her  melancholy  tones — 

"  Shall  we  go  ?" 

Anarawd  stood  between  her  and  the  door. 

M  What  a  sad  voice  !     Gertrude,  I  would 
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give  away  all  my  fortune  to  bring  back 
your  former  spirits  !  Will  you  never  give 
me  a  smile  again  ?" 

He  held  out  his  hand :  Gertrude  shook 
her  head  mournfully,  took  no  notice  of  the 
action,  and  passed  on. 

When  Lady  Agnes  joined  them,  she  was 
surprised  at  the  paleness  of  Anarawd's  face. 
On  his  first  arrival,  he  had  a  good  bronze 
colour,  from  the  exertion  of  mounting  the 
hill.  Now,  there  was  not  a  drop  of  blood 
in  it. 

Gertrude  appeared  to  walk  unsteadily,  as 
she  descended  the  steep  path,  and  had  to 
rest  repeatedly  before  she  reached  the 
beach.  The  whole  time  she  was  in  the 
boat,  she  remained  silent. 

Her  cousin,  with  his  usual  buoyant 
spirits,  laughed  and  chatted :  told  Ger- 
trude she  might  expect  to  see  him  fre- 
quently at  Clogwyn.  Having  learned  to 
appreciate  the  free  life  in  Wales,  he  should 
always  be  longing  for  that  enjoyment.  "  My 
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father,  too,  must  come  down  here — it  is  far 
more  desirable  than  living  among  the  Alps 
on  goat's-milk  and  sour  bread.  Here  we 
can  have  our  comforts  and  scenery  com- 
bined. As  for  Bleddyn,  it  is  the  most 
romantic,  charming,  snug  spot  I  have  ever 
beheld.  When  I  first  came  down,  I  told 
Gwynne  I  was  only  going  to  remain  with 
him  a  week.  Here  I  have  been  already 
for  three,  and  yet  not  off." 

"  No ;  nor  must  you  think  of  leaving  me 
for  the  present." 

"  Well,  I  shall  let  this  week  expire ; 
and  then  I  fear  I  must  leave  you  with  all 
but  my  love." 

"  I  can't  hear  of  any  such  arrangement. 
You  have  not  been  out  mackerel-fishing. 
You  should  see  that — we  have  capital  sport 
sometimes.  It  is  not  uncommon  to  see  the 
men  catch  hundreds  in  a  few  hours — and 
the  sailing  pleasant." 

"  That  amusement  I  must  leave  for 
another  visit.     Gertrude  thinks  me  shabby 
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for  not  extending  my  visit  to  Clogwyn.  I 
shall  have  to  come  again  in  the  autumn, 
and  not  sorry  for  the  excuse.  Home  is 
dull  enough  without  Agnes  and  Gertrude. 
When  do  you  think  you  shall  be  in  town, 
Gwynne  ?" 

"  Shortly  ;    but  only  for  a  few  days." 

"  You  must  come  to  us.  Do  you  intend 
to  stand  for  the  county  at  the  next 
change  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Why  not?  With  all  your  interest  and 
views,  you  would  be  sure  to  be  elected." 

"  I  have  not  thought  of  it.  I  hardly  think 
I  should  like  to  be  chained  down  to  Parlia- 
mentary duties ;  it  would  be  at  variance 
with  my  roving  habits.  I  don't  mean  to  have 
you  infer  though,  that  I  should  be  guided 
by  inclination  were  I  to  see  any  strong  reason 
for  my  entering  Parliament,  that  would 
enable  me  to  benefit  the  county." 

"  Ah,  we  shall  see  you  some  of  these 
days    representing    your     beloved    county, 
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and  working  away  with  your  energetic  philan- 
thropic spirit,  an  example  to  all  other 
members  in  Wales.  I  never  had  any  taste 
for  politics ;  and  my  worthy  sire,  poor  old 
gentleman,  takes  it  sorely  to  heart  because  I 
show  no  inclination  to  follow  in  his  steps.  I 
am  afraid  I  should  make  a  sorry  figure  in 
either  of  the  Houses ;  therefore  the  wisest 
thing  I  can  do  is  to  keep  out  of  them.'* 

Gertrude's  thoughts  travelled  to  her  uncle's 
library,  and  to  her  painful  life  in  London, 
with  an  inward  pang.  Her  cousin  continued — 

"  Gertrude,  my  father  is  always  saying  he 
wished  I  had  your  head ;  he  thinks  you  so 
talented.  That  is  most  complimentary  to 
you ;  but  it  is  a  backhanded  slap  at  his  hope- 
ful son,  who  certainly  does  prefer  lounging 
in  club-houses,  to  taking  lessons  in  rhetoric, 
or  studying  for  degrees  at  the  universities. 
There  is  little  hope  of  his  becoming  a  poli^ 
tician,  should  he  live  to  be  eighty." 

"  How  rough  it  is  becoming  I"  exclaimed 
Lady  Agnes,  suddenly  interrupting  the  con- 
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versation.  *  It  alarms  me.  I  think  I  like 
floating  down  the  Rhine  better  than  this, 
although  I  was  in  constant  dread  lest  those 
impetuous  steamers  should  run  over  us." 

"  By-the-bye,  Gwynne,  you  should  have 
been  with  us  in  Germany.  You  cannot  think 
what  a  pleasant  two  months  we  passed  there. 
We  discovered  one  thing,  that  to  see  the 
Rhine  to  advantage  you  should  never  go  in 
a  steamer,  but  in  a  little  boat,  late  in  the 
evening,  or  by  moonlight.  You  would  then 
come  away  as  we  did,  with  a  very  different 
impression  of  the  German's  pride,  old  Father 
Rhine/' 

"  I  can  easily  imagine  it.  I  was  disap- 
pointed with  the  Rhine.  The  vineyards  are 
unpicturesque,  and  the  hills  so  much  lower 
than  I  expected.  After  being  among  the 
Alps  I  thought  the  scenery  tame." 

u  You  would  appreciate  the  beauties  more 

if  you  lived  upon  the  banks.     As  far  as  I 

myself  am  concerned,  I  enjoyed  my  life  in 

Germany  far  more  than  I  did  in  Italy  or 

vol.  in.  o 
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Switzerland.  Then  I  owe  so  much  to  my 
good  friend  the  baron,  who  is  a  jolly 
fellow  and  a  capital  companion.  I  have 
some  intention  of  going  over  there  next 
winter.  The  baron  gave  me  a  carte  blanche 
to  pay  him  a  visit  whenever  I  felt  inclined. 
The  sledging,  they  tell  me,  is  most  enjoyable. 
In  living  abroad,  how  you  acquire  new  tastes, 
and  what  an  easy  life  it  is  1" 

"  An  aimless  one.  It  does  not  suit  me. 
I  could  not  make  a  home  abroad." 

"  I  agree  with  you,  Mr.  Gwynne,"  rejoined 
Lady  Agnes,  "  and  so  does  Gertrude.  We 
rejoiced  to  see  old  England's  face  again,  and 
appreciated  our  firesides  with  true  English 
hearts." 

The  evening  was  closing  in,  and  Lady 
Agnes  was  desirous  to  return.  On  reaching 
home,  Gertrude  complained  of  a  violent 
headache,  and  went  to  her  room  a  moment 
afterwards.  Anarawd  watched  her  across 
the  hall,  and  then  said  hurriedly,  he  should 
return   by  the  boat;   Lord  Henry  might 
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join  him  at  his  leisure,  or  if  he  liked  he 

would  send  the  carriage  or  one  of  the  horses 

for  him. 

"  Not  on  any  account.     In  the  course  of 

an  hour  or  two  I  shall  find  my  way  to  your 

venerable  mansion.     So  pray  do  not  give 

yourself  a  thought  about  me." 

When  Anarawd  was  gone,  Lord  Henry 

sat  musing  in   his   chair,  while  his  sister 

poured  out  the  tea. 

"  Poor  Gertrude !     I   am  sorry  we  are 

deprived  of  her  company.  What  was  the 
matter  with  her  this  evening  ?  It  was  only 
to-day  Gwynne  and  I  were  saying  how  much 
better  she  looked.  To-night,  in  bringing 
her  up  the  hill,  she  seemed  as  weak  as  a 
reed.  I  thought  I  should  have  been  obliged 
to  carry  her." 

"  She  takes  too  little  nourishment ;  I 
don't  wonder  at  her  being  weak.  On  the 
whole,  she  is  better  than  she  was,  and  she 
strives   more   to  be  cheerful.      The  other 
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evening  I  succeeded  in  bringing  a  smile 
upon  her  face ;  quite  a  marvel." 

"  Since  I  came  here  I  feel  more  sympathy 
for  her.  I  am  better  acquainted  with 
Lewis's  character ;  he  was  a  different  man 
from  what  I  took  him  to  be.  A  happy  life 
she  must  have  led  with  him  in  this  charm- 
ing residence  !  Does  she  ever  speak  of  him 
now?"    inquired    Lord  Henry. 

"  Frequently :  it  would  be  better  if  she 
did  not  dwell  so  much  upon  his  memory.'' 

After  a  long  silence  Lord  Henry  con- 
tinued— 

"  Well,  Agnes,  I  suppose  we  must  still 
go  on  hoping ;  time,  which  works  miracles, 
will  bring  the  desired  change.  Poor 
Gwynne !  I  am  grieved  for  him,  as  I  always 
have  been  soon  afterwards." 

Lord  Henry  lighted  his  cigar,  and  sending 
a  message  to  his  cousin,  trusting  she  would 
be  better  in  the  morning,  took  his  departure. 

On  the  following  morning  Gertrude  rose 
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earlier  than  usual.  When  she  came  down 
stairs,  knowing  it  was  not  the  breakfast 
hour,  she  passed  into  the  library,  and  stood 
for  some  little  time  in  the  centre  of  the 
room.  Her  portfolio  was  lying  upon  the 
table.  Henry,  perhaps,  had  been  looking 
over  her  drawings.  What  pleasure  it  once 
gave  her  to  cultivate  that  art !  Its  charm 
was  now  gone.  She  had  now  no  fixed 
pursuit,  no  solace  of  any  kind.  She  could  not 
touch  her  piano;  she  could  not  sing  a  note; 
she  was  dead  to  all  pleasure,  dead  to  human 
ties — spiritless ;  life  seemed  to  be  a  waste. 
Still  there  was  a  spark  within  that  made  her 
feel  life  was  precious.  A  whisper  was  breathed 
into  her  soul,  that  there  was  something 
greater,  purer,  nobler,  than  art  or  beauty, 
than  human  pleasure,  or  human  passion,  or 
human  struggles.  The  day  would  yet  come 
when  sorrow  would  hide  its  face,  and  joy 
stretch  out  its  hand,  and  the  past  be  no 
more  than  a  dream  !  She  would  therefore 
strive  more  than  she  had  ever  done  before 
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to  conquer  her  troubled  spirit,  and  bow  sub- 
misively  to  the  will  of  God.  Woman's  aim 
should  be  to  shine  in  her  own  sphere ;  with 
God's  help  might  she  not  still  shine,  might 
she  not  still  struggle  on,  choked  as  her 
path  was  by  the  weeds  of  early  care  ?  In 
her  cousin  she  had  a  bright  example.  She 
would  try,  and  waste  no  more  of  her  precious 
hours.  Henceforth  she  would  seek  out 
useful  employments,  draw  herself  out  of 
herself,  and  live  for  others.  To  bring  a 
smile  upon  a  beggar-child's  face  by  giving  it 
a  garment,  made  by  her  own  fingers,  would 
be  a  satisfaction,  if  it  created  no  pleasure. 
It  wrould  at  least  be  a  stepping-stone  towards 
making  a  dreary  life  less  dreary. 

With  these  and  similar  good  resolutions, 
she  crossed  her  room  to  fetch  her  desk, 
when  her  eyes  unexpectedly  fell  upon  a  tall 
Bohemian  glass,  filled  with  the  floss  cotton 
plant,  and  did  it  require  the  question  who 
had  placed  it  there?  In  days  gone  by 
Anarawd  Gwynne  had  frequently  gathered 
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that  plant  from  the  bogs  among  the  hills, 
and  brought  it  to  her,  because  she  admired 
it,  and  he  had  heard  her  say  it  suited  the 
glass  better  than  flowers.  Was  it  not  the 
same  hand  and  the  same  motive  which  had 
brought  it  there  now  ?  She  sighed  deeply ; 
she  grieved  for  him  more  than  she  did  for 
herself,  however  bitter  her  fate  was,  and 
difficult  for  the  world  to  comprehend. 

Gertrude  had  not  been  to  visit  Lady 
Elizabeth's  tomb  since  her  return  to  Wales. 
That  evening,  when  the  carriage  was  brought 
to  the  door,  she  told  her  cousin  that  she  was 
going  to  be  left  at  the  churchyard  before 
they  went  through  the  village ;  that  she 
hoped  she  would  not  mind  extending  her 
drive  without  her ;  that  on  her  return  she 
could  pick  her  up. 

"  Do  not  go  alone ;  let  me  accompany 
you ;  I  will  with  pleasure  give  up  the  drive," 
urged  Lady  Agnes. 

"  No,  dear  Agnes,  I  would  rather  go 
alone.** 
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"  Take  Yarico,  then,  as  far  as  the  gate  -, 
she  can  carry  a  cloak  for  you :  a  churchyard 
is  often  damp  and  cold." 

"  No,  I  prefer  going  unaccompanied." 

Nothing  more  was  said,  and  she  alighted 
at  the  churchyard. 

With  a  slow  sad  step  she  approached  the 
south  corner,  where  the  Bleddyn  monument 
stood  railed  in,  under  the  shadow  of  a  large 
yew  tree.  With  the  key  in  her  hand  she 
unfastened  the  gate  and  entered,  her  heart 
shrinking  with  self-condemnation  and  grief 
for  the  departed.  She  knelt  down  and 
rested  her  head  against  the  tomb.  Unworthy 
as  she  knew  she  was  of  approaching  that 
hallowed  ground,  still  it  was  a  relief  to  pour 
out  her  heart's  anguish  there,  and  to  ask  in 
prayer  forgiveness  from  God.  Thoughts, 
words,  and  actions  of  her  kind  disinterested 
friend's  crowded  upon  her  mind,  and  made 
her  self-reproaches  more  bitter  than  before. 
Lady   Elizabeth   had   placed  greater  con- 
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fidence  in  her  than  she  had  in  her  own  son, 
and  she  had  gone  to  the  grave  with  the  full 
persuasion  that  one  who  had  professed  so 
much  friendship  to  herself,  so  much  devotion 
to  her  betrothed,  would  make  him  the  best 
of  wives,  and  thus  fill  up  the  void  which  her 
loss  would  leave  in  the  heart  of  her  bereaved 
son.     How  had  her  professions  and  promises 
been    fulfilled?      She    had   deserted    him, 
banished   him   from   her   thoughts,    almost 
hated  him.     She  had  exercised  no  control 
over  her  grief-stricken  heart.    She  could  not 
recall  her  affection.     Once  it  had  been  her 
earnest  prayer  and  strongest  desire  to  be  his 
companion    through   life;    to   be   ready    to 
smooth  his  pillow  in  sickness,  to  rejoice  in 
his  prosperity,  and  be  his  comforter  in  dis- 
tress.    All  that  seemed  now  expunged  from 
her  heart.     Those  feelings  seemed  foreign 
to  her.     She  could  never  be  what  she  had 
once  been  to  him,  and  what  she  had  once 
wished  to  be.     If  she  could  have  seen  him 

o  2 
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united  to  another,  and  knew  he  was  happy, 
that  would  have  relieved  her  heart  from 
much  sorrow.  Her  own  grief  she  could 
nurse  in  secret  without  a  murmur ;  but  to  see 
him  frequently,  and  know  she  was  the  de- 
stroyer of  his  peace,  while  his  mother  lay 
there,  was  an  insupportably  bitter  reflection. 

As  she  dwelt  more  and  more  upon  these 
painful  thoughts,  lacerating  her  heart,  she 
could  master  her  feelings  no  longer,  but, 
placing  her  face  against  the  cold  marble,  she 
gave  way  to  an  extravagance  of  sorrow. 

Evening  was  stealing  on ;  bats  were 
flitting  about  the  depository  of  the  dead  :  an 
owl  came  and  settled  upon  a  tomb  near  where 
she  was  kneeling.  Everything  was  solemn, 
silent,  and  melancholy.  The  tombstones 
were  becoming  damp,  for  the  dew  was  fast 
falling. 

In  the  midst  of  her  sorrowing  accents, 
she  suddenly  became  aware  that  some  one 
had  passed  through  the  railings,  and  was 
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standing  near  her.  She  took  no  notice, 
thinking  it  might  be  her  cousin. 

"  Gertrude,  dearest  Gertrude !  do  not 
weep  these  bitter  tears/'  said  a  low  voice, 
that  thrilled  through  her  frame  and  made 
her  feel  she  was  a  culprit  treading  on  for- 
bidden ground.  It  was  Anarawd  Gwynne. 
He  lifted  her  up  in  his  arms.  Again  his 
earnest  voice  was  heard — 

"  Gertrude,  upon  this  hallowed  ground  I 
implore  you  to  remain  no  longer  estranged 
from  me.  We  are  both  mourners  alike  at 
the  same  shrine ;  both  stand  alone  in  this 
bleak  world :  forget  the  past,  let  us  be  what 
we  once  were  to  each  other,  and  we  will 
comfort  each  other  through  life.  She  with- 
drew herself  from  his  embrace,  and  sank 
again  upon  her  knees,  her  only  response 
being  her  tears. 

Anarawd  by  her  side,  wrung  her  heart 
afresh  bv  his  entreaties  to  be  again  what  she 
had  once  been  to  him,  if  not  for  his  own,  for 
his  dear  mother's  sake — she  who  had  loved 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


It  was  again  autumn.  Everything  looked 
as  it  had  done  three  years  before,  bright,  but 
sombre.  Lord  Henry  had  been  gone  above 
a  month,  after  an  enjoyable  visit,  and  Ana- 
rawd  had  returned  the  night  before  from 
London.  He  had  been  in  the  village  all 
the  morning.  On  his  way  home,  he  turned 
his  horse's  head  towards  Clogwyn,  with  the 
intention  of  giving  Lady  Agnes  a  parcel  he 
had  brought  from  her  jewellers  in  town. 
As  he  rode  slowly  along,  he  dropped  the 
reins  upon  his  horse's  neck,  to  read  a  letter 
which  had  been  put  into  his  hands  when  he 
left  the  village.     In  this  manner  he  came 
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suddenly  upon  the  Clogwyn  gates.  At  that 
very  instant,  they  were  thrown  open,  and  the 
Clogwyn  carriage  dashed  through,  without 
the  coachman  noticing  the  equestrian.  His 
horse  being  startlish,  was  alarmed  at  the 
suddenness  of  the  action,  and  began  to 
plunge  and  to  rear.  Before  there  was  time 
to  desire  the  coachman  to  draw  up,  he  came 
in  collision  with  the  carriage  horses,  and  the 
animal  fell,  his  rider  with  him,  against  a 
rock  on  the  side  of  the  road. 

Gertrude  saw  it,  shrieked,  clasped  her 
hands  together,  and  closed  her  eyes.  Lady 
Agnes  was  more  self-possessed,  at  once 
alighted,  and  Anarawd,  in  an  insensible  state, 
was  conveyed  to  the  house. 

The  moment  he  was  laid  upon  the  sofa  in 
the  library,  Gertrude's  first  impulse  was  to 
kneel  down  by  his  side.  Restoratives  were 
brought.  She  took  them  eagerly  out  of 
Lady  Agnes' s  hand,  and  poured  them  down 
his  throat,  nor  would  she  allow  any  one  to 
sponge  the  blood  from  his  temples  but  her- 
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self.  No  fingers,  trembling  as  they  were, 
could  have  attended  to  their  office  with 
greater  gentleness,  while  deep  distress  was 
depicted  in  her  face. 

When  Anarawd  came  to  himself,  he 
looked  wildly  round  ;  but  on  catching  sight 
of  Gertrude,  the  expression  immediately 
softened. 

"  Are  you  in  much  pain  ?"  she  inquired, 
in  a  low  trembling  voice,  and  her  lips  un- 
consciously pressed  his  cheek. 

He  looked  at  her :  that  look,  though 
momentary,  seemed  to  penetrate  to  her  soul. 
"  No,  only  faint ;  I  shall  be  better  soon."  His 
appearance  belied  his  words.  With  a  face 
as  white  as  his,  the  trembling  girl  raised  his 
head,  and  held  a  glass  to  his  lips,  but  he 
could  not  take  it.  For  some  time  he  re- 
mained speechless.  Gertrude's  anxiety  in- 
creased, and  she  sent  off  another  messenger 
to  hurry  the  doctor. 

When  he  arrived,  with  a  serious  face  he 
examined  the  wound.     It  was  a  few  inches 
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above  the  temple.  The  patient  was  ordered 
to  be  taken  immediately  to  bed,  and  his 
wounds  dressed. 

Some  hours  afterwards,  Lady  Agnes  no- 
ticing Gertrude  had  not  been  down  stairs 
for  some  time,  stole  up  to  her  chamber  in 
the  twilight,  and  found  her  upon  her  bed. 
She  had  been  weeping. 

a  There  is  nothing  very  much  the  matter, 
my  dear  Gertrude,"  said  Lady  Agnes,  with 
one  of  her  encouraging  pats  upon  the 
shoulder.  "  He  will  be  himself  in  a  day 
or  two." 

u  Oh  no,  impossible ;  he  looks  so  ill. 
When  the  doctor  pronounced  his  dictum, 
he  had  such  a  grave  apprehensive  face  :  he 
is  afraid  of  inflammation — I  am  sure  he  is. 
Tell  Mr.  Morgan  he  must  not  leave  him  ; 
he  can  have  a  bed  here  himself,  if  neces- 
sary." 

Lady  Agnes  told  her  he  had  left,  but  had 
promised  to  return  in  the  course  of  an  hour 
or  two.     The  servants  at  Bleddyn  were  in 
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great  trouble  about  their  master,  and  every 
hour  one  or  another  of  them  had  come  to 
inquire  after  him,  as  well  as  several  people 
from  the  village.  His  accident  had  caused 
great  concern  all  around  the  neighbourhood. 

"  Pray,  dear  Agnes,  do  not  let  him  see 
any  one.  He  ought  to  be  kept  quiet — the 
doctor  particularly  mentioned  that,"  urged 
Gertrude,  not  able  to  disguise  her  solicitude. 

"  There  is  no  occasion  to  distress  your- 
self :  the  servants  have  had  injunctions,  my 
dear ;  and  the  old  butler  is  here  attending 
to  his  wants.  Poor  old  man  !  when  he  first 
saw  his  master  with  his  head  bandaged,  he 
positively  shed  tears. " 

"I  am  glad  he  is  with  him,  he  is  so 
devoted  to  his  master.  But,  Agnes,  is  it  not 
an  unfortunate  affair  ?  " 

"  Yes,  dear ;  but  have  I  not  repeatedly 
told  you  what  a  random  driver  your  coach- 
man is  ?  It  was  only  the  other  day,  if  you 
recollect,  that  we  nearly  came  in  collision 
with  a  cart,  from  bounding  through  the  gates 
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in  that  frightful  way.   He  constantly  alarms 
me." 

"It  shall  never  happen  again.  That  it 
should  have  occurred  to  him,  that  is  what 
most  distresses  me."  She  sat  up  and  listened. 
"  They  are  opening  his  door  now.  Will  you, 
dear  Agnes,  go  and  see  if  he  is  comfortable  ? 
He  may  want  something." 

Poor  Gertrude  !  "  murmured  Lady  Agnes, 
with  a  smile  upon  her  features,  as  she  went 
down  the  passage  to  oblige  her  cousin. 
u  She  will  discover  now  how  much  her  heart 
has  always  been  his,  if  a  different  affection 
withdrew  it  for  a  time  on  the  exigency  of 
duty.  Her  peace  of  mind,  I  hope,  will  return 
after  a  long,  weary  period.  Good  we  often 
discover  arising  out  of  evil ;  I  trust  it  will  be 
so  here.  There  is  nothing  that  young  man 
would  not  sacrifice  to  win  back  her  heart." 

That  same  night  the  fever  ran  high,  and 
leeches  were  applied.  Gertrude  would  put 
them  on  herself.  His  fever-draughts  she 
would  not  permit  any  one  to  administer  but 
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herself.  Though  Williams  and  Yarico  were 
both  in  the  room  to  render  their  assist- 
ance, she  became  his  real  nurse.  The 
greater  part  of  three  successive  nights  she  sat 
up  with  him,  showing  the  deepest  concern. 
Lady  Agnes,  who  was  unquestionably  the 
best  nurse  iti  the  house,  did  not  offer  her 
services ;  rejoicing  in  secret  at  being  passed 
over.  The  events  that  were  occurring  she 
foresaw  would  bring  matters  to  a  happy 
termination. 

More  than  a  fortnight  after  the  accident, 
Anarawd  Gwynne,  after  much  suffering,  not 
only  from  his  head,  but  his  knee,  which  had 
also  received  a  severe  blow,  was  at  length 
able  to  get  about,  and  go  down  into  the 
library,  where  Lady  Agnes,  that  energetic 
sister  of  mercy,  had  left  the  luncheon-table. 
She  had  gone  with  a  bag  of  books  and  papers 
to  visit  the  village  on  the  sands,  which  ap- 
peared to  be  monopolising  her  thoughts, 
leaving  Gertrude  reading  to  Anarawd,  as  she 
had  done  several  times  before. 
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Gertrude,  in  this  short  time,  had  become 
a  new  being  :  she  experienced  no  more  dread, 
no  more  torturing  self-reproaches  and  mis- 
givings at  her  heart,  when  left  alone  in 
Anarawd's  presence.  She  was  seated  by  his 
side  with  her  hand  locked  in  his.  From  day 
to  day,  hours  of  quiet  intercourse  seemed  to 
rebind  their  hearts.  Much  had  passed  be- 
tween them,  many  exhibitions  and  struggles 
of  feeling,  before  a  happy  reconciliation  was 
perfected,  and  Gertrude  was  released  from 
the  fretting  burden  which  had  sat  so  long 
upon  her  spirits.  Both  were  ready  to  admit 
that  they  knew  each  other's  heart  now  more 
thoroughly  than  they  had  before,  and  were 
anew  in  full  possession  of  each  other's  con- 
fidence. 

That  bright  radiant  expression  which 
lighted  up  Gertrude's  features,  as  it  had 
done  when  first  they  had  been  plighted,  was 
no  longer  seen  ;  but  there  was,  in  its  place, 
a  remarkably  sweet  smile  playing  upon  her 
lips,   and   an   unmistakeable  beam  of  love 
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her  brains  in  trying  to  comprehend  why 
they  had  been  all  this  time  about  it,  when 
the  master  wanted  a  wife  to  make  up  for  the 
loss  of  the  mother.  Her  rejoicings  were, 
perhaps,  more  hearty  than  the  rest. 

This  winter,  unlike  the  last,  was  not  a 
dreary  season  to  Anarawd  Gwynne.  Again 
he  was  a  constant  visitor  at  Clogwyn,  enjoy- 
ing Gertrude's  company,  rendered  doubly 
dear ;  and  he  was  looking  forward  to  the 
approaching  event  which  was  to  crown  his 
happiness.     It  soon  arrived. 

The  day  was  bright,  as  is  not  unfrequently 
the  case  in  the  treacherous  month  of  March, 
the  "air  soft  and  balmy  like  a  midsummer's 
eve.  Lord  Henry  lost  all  control  over  his 
spirits.  He  kissed  Gertrude  half-a-dozen 
times  before  she  went  to  church,  on  the  plea  he 
was  afraid  Gwynne  would  never  let  him  kiss 
her  when  she  was  his  wife,  adding,  if  he  grew 
to  be  eighty  (a  favourite  expression  of  the 
young  viscount),  he  should  never  rejoice  in 
anybody's  wedding  as  he  had  done  in  that  of 
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his  sweet  little  cousin,  the  pearl  of  Wales. 
In  a  playful  manner  he  took  her  by  the  hand 
and  turned  her  round  and  round,  to  examine 
her  dress,  considering  himself  a  great  con- 
noisseur in  the  art.  He  expressed  his  entire 
approval,  and  then  looked  at  her  full  in  the 
face. 

"  I  hardly  know  you  !  What  a  change  a 
few  months  has  made  in  your  appearance, 
Gertrude  I  There  is  a  bloom  upon  your 
cheek  now  that  I  never  saw  before,  come 
just  in  time  to  make  you  the  sweetest  little 
bride  that  ever  approached  the  shrine  of 
Hymen.  Confess  it,  be  honest,  do  you  not 
feel  the  most  fortunate  woman  in  the  world  ? 
You  have  no  fear  of  facing  the  battle  of  life 
with  that  noble,  generous  fellow  for  your 
husband." 

"  Gertrude's  eyes,  though  there  was  still 
a,  settled  pensiveness  in  them,  looked  brim- 
ful of  joy ;  they  answered  her  cousin's 
questions  without  her  lips  whispering  the 
affirmative. 

VOL.    III.  p 
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may    be     best   appreciated   by   your  hus- 
band." 

As  the  Earl  finished  the  sentence,  the 
carriage  drew  up  before  the  church  gate, 
and  Lord  Strangford,  with  his  niece  upon 
his  arm,  entered  the  church. 

During  the  ceremony,  short  as  it  was,  the 
tenantry  and  peasants,  who  had  flocked 
around  to  participate  in  the  happy  event, 
exhibited  impatience.  The  ringers  had 
their  hands  repeatedly  upon  the  bell-ropes 
before  the  party  issued  from  the  church. 
The  young  master  of  the  Plas  had  expressed 
.a- wish  that  it  should  be  a  quiet  wedding, 
lie  forbade  any  preparations,  but  soon  dis- 
covered that  the  people  would  not  suppress 
their  feelings ;  nor  were  those  feelings  easily 
controlled.  Evergreen  arches,  as  if  by 
magic,  had  been  erected  over  every  gateway 
through  which  the  company  was  to  pass. 
Every  spring  flower  that  could  be  descried 
in  the  fields  or  among  the  hills  was  gathered, 
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to  be  strewed  in  the  path  before  the  bride 
and  bridegroom  as  they  left  the  churchyard. 

In  expressing  their  congratulations,  the 
crowd  grew  clamorous.  A  royal  salute  from 
the  rock  cannon  answered  those  from  the 
battery  in  the  grounds  of  Bleddyn.  Gay 
banners  floated  from  several  of  the  heights, 
and  from  the  masts  of  the  shipping  in  the 
little  port  of  Angharad.  It  was  a  lively 
happy  scene,  which  Nature  favoured, 
for  there  was  scarcely  a  stray  cloud  in  the 
heavens. 

On  the  happy  pair  reaching  Clogwyn, 
the  servants,  with  those  from  Bleddyn, 
crowded  round  to  offer  their  congratulations. 
The  scene  was  affecting,  and  it  saddened 
Gertrude  when  she  recalled  to  mind  that 
there  was  one  voice  missing,  which  in 
former  days  she  hoped  would  have  been  there 
to  give  her  a  blessing.  To  know  that  that 
voice  so  dear  to  her  memory  was  hushed  for 
3ver,  pierced  like  an  arrow  to  her  heart,  and 
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blanched  her  cheeks  in  the  midst  of  this 
gala  scene.  Anarawd's  eyes  were  anxiously 
bent  upon  his  bride's  face;  reading  her 
thoughts,  he  hurried  her  away,  her  hand 
locked  in  his,  into  the  garden. 

On  their  re-appearance,  her  features  once 
more  bore  that  soft  sweet  expression  it  had 
of  late  resumed. 

"  Gertrude,  true  affection  is  rewarded,  you 
are  his  now ;  there  is  no  untying  the  knot. 
Are  you  not  proud  of  him ;  are  you  not  con- 
tented ?"  said  Lord  Henry,  in  a  whisper,  as 
he  followed  them  into  the  breakfast-room, 
and  bent  his  head  for  an  answer,  which  he 
seemed  determined  on  receiving. 

"  Yes,  Henry,  I  am  his,  and  he  is  mine ; 
I  am  prouder  of  him,  and  happier  than 
language  can  express." 

Gertrude  was  too  excited  to  partake  of 
breakfast ;  her  heart  beat  full  with  feelings 
she  had  never  before  experienced.  She 
rejoiced  j  but  still  greater  was  her  happiness 
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when  the  carriage  rolled  away,  and  there 
were  no  other  eyes  upon  her  face  but  her 
beloved  husband's. 

That  day,  in  honour  of  the  joyful  event, 
the  tenantry  on  both  estates  sat  down  to  a 
dinner  given  by  the  bride  and  bridegroom. 
The  tables  were  loaded  with  substantial 
food,  but  an  order  had  been  given  that  there 
should  be  a  restriction  on  the  quantity  of 
beer  allowed.  The  young  landlord  did  not 
approve  of  his  tenantry  making  drunken 
animals  of  themselves  upon  his  wedding-day. 

Probably  there  were  many  who  would 
have  liked  to  indulge  upon  this  occa- 
sion in  their  favourite  beverage,  but  they 
had  the  good  sense  to  make  no  complaint. 
Some  of  the  guests  made  a  species  of 
apology  for  the  restriction. 

"  Master  no  like  beer ;  plenty  of  beef  and 
potatoes  make  a  man  strong,  not  the  malt. 
Master  tell  this  to  everybody  in  the  village. 
Meat  and  bread  come  from  Bleddyn  for  the 
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The  old  Earl,  who  was  pacing  up  and 
down  upon  the  terrace,  inhaling  the  fresh 
breezes  from  mountain,  sea,  and  land,  was 
so  loath  to  tear  himself  away  that  he 
kept  the  bride  waiting.  This  Gertrude  did 
not  regret ;  she  rejoiced  at  escaping  from 
her  noisy  cousin,  and  having  a  few  quiet 
moments.  The  time  was  well  spent;  her 
heart  was  full  of  prayer,  soliciting  blessings 
and  grace  to  fulfil  her  mission  as  a  wife,  and 
to  enable  her  to  make  amends  for  her  past 
failings. 

The  old  gentleman  at  length  did  make 
his  appearance,  and  the  carriage  drove  off. 

"  Gertrude,  my  dear  niece !"  said  the 
Earl,  waxing  more  genial  in  manner  as  they 
drove  along,  "  1  am  glad  this  day  has  arrived. 
You  have  been  a  great  anxiety  to  me  ever 
since  I  took  you  from  your  home.  In  giving 
you  to  Anarawd  Gvvynne,  I  feel  infinite 
pleasure  and  satisfaction.  God  bless  you  ! 
and    be   a   good    wife    to    him,    my    child. 
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Recollect  the  comfort  of  a  home  rests  with 
the  wife,  not  the  man,  in  every  sphere  of 
life.  It  is  in  her  power  to  make  it  a  waste 
or  a  garden,  a  receptacle  of  peace  or  a  place 
of  torment.  Don't  you  forget  your  respon- 
sibilities." 

He  checked  himself,  and  shook  his  head 
gravely.  Perhaps  it  occurred  to  him  that 
he  had  given  vent  to  his  feelings  too  freely. 
Perhaps  he  had  thought  of  his  own  conjugal 
position.  However  it  was,  changing  the 
tone  of  his  voice,  he  continued— 

"  But,  my  dear,  I  have  no  occasion  to 
express  myself  in  this  pointed  way  to  you ; 
I  have  no  apprehension  that  you  will  not  do 
all  in  your  power  to  make  Gwynne  happy. 
You  have  solid  sense,  and  have  had  abundant 
opportunity  of  observing  the  errors  attendant 
on  matrimonial  life,  and  you  will  strive  and 
avoid  them.  It  is  my  belief  that  you 
not  only  know  how  to  make  a  home 
happy,    but    are    aware    how   that   home 
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may  be  best  appreciated  by  your  hus- 
band." 

As  the  Earl  finished  the  sentence,  the 
carriage  drew  up  before  the  church  gate, 
and  Lord  Strangford,  with  his  niece  upon 
his  arm,  entered  the  church. 

During  the  ceremony,  short  as  it  was,  the 
tenantry  and  peasants,  who  had  flocked 
around  to  participate  in  the  happy  event, 
exhibited  impatience.  The  ringers  had 
their  hands  repeatedly  upon  the  bell-ropes 
before  the  party  issued  from  the  church. 
The  young  master  of  the  Plas  had  expressed 
.a- wish  that  it  should  be  a  quiet  wedding, 
lie  forbade  any  preparations,  but  soon  dis- 
covered that  the  people  would  not  suppress 
their  feelings  ;  nor  were  those  feelings  easily 
controlled.  Evergreen  arches,  as  if  by 
magic,  had  been  erected  over  every  gateway 
through  which  the  company  was  to  pass. 
Every  spring  flower  that  could  be  descried 
in  the  fields  or  among  the  hills  was  gathered, 
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to  be  strewed  in  the  path  before  the  bride 
and  bridegroom  as  they  left  the  churchyard. 

In  expressing  their  congratulations,  the 
crowd  grew  clamorous.  A  royal  salute  from 
the  rock  cannon  answered  those  from  the 
battery  in  the  grounds  of  Bleddyn.  Gay 
banners  floated  from  several  of  the  heights, 
and  from  the  masts  of  the  shipping  in  the 
little  port  of  Angharad.  It  was  a  lively 
happy  scene,  which  Nature  favoured, 
for  there  was  scarcely  a  stray  cloud  in  the 
heavens. 

On  the  happy  pair  reaching  Clogwyn, 
the  servants,  with  those  from  Bleddyn, 
crowded  round  to  offer  their  congratulations. 
The  scene  was  affecting,  and  it  saddened 
Gertrude  when  she  recalled  to  mind  that 
there  was  one  voice  missing,  which  in 
former  days  she  hoped  would  have  been  there 
to  give  her  a  blessing.  To  know  that  that 
voice  so  dear  to  her  memory  was  hushed  for 
3ver,  pierced  like  an  arrow  to  her  heart,  and 
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blanched  her  cheeks  in  the  midst  of  this 
gala  scene.  Anarawd's  eyes  were  anxiously 
bent  upon  his  bride's  face;  reading  her 
thoughts,  he  hurried  her  away,  her  hand 
locked  in  his,  into  the  garden. 

On  their  re-appearance,  her  features  once 
more  bore  that  soft  sweet  expression  it  had 
of  late  resumed. 

"  Gertrude,  true  affection  is  rewarded,  you 
are  his  now ;  there  is  no  untying  the  knot. 
Are  you  not  proud  of  him ;  are  you  not  con- 
tented ?"  said  Lord  Henry,  in  a  whisper,  as 
he  followed  them  into  the  breakfast-room, 
and  bent  his  head  for  an  answer,  which  he 
seemed  determined  on  receiving. 

"  Yes,  Henry,  I  am  his,  and  he  is  mine ; 
I  am  prouder  of  him,  and  happier  than 
language  can  express/ ' 

Gertrude  was  too  excited  to  partake  of 
breakfast ;  her  heart  beat  full  with  feelings 
she  had  never  before  experienced.  She 
rejoiced  j  but  still  greater  was  her  happiness 
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when  the  carriage  rolled  away,  and  there 
were  no  other  eyes  upon  her  face  but  her 
beloved  husband's. 

That  day,  in  honour  of  the  joyful  event, 
the  tenantry  on  both  estates  sat  down  to  a 
dinner  given  by  the  bride  and  bridegroom. 
The  tables  were  loaded  with  substantial 
food,  but  an  order  had  been  given  that  there 
should  be  a  restriction  on  the  quantity  of 
beer  allowed.  The  young  landlord  did  not 
approve  of  his  tenantry  making  drunken 
animals  of  themselves  upon  his  wedding-day. 

Probably  there  were  many  who  would 
have  liked  to  indulge  upon  this  occa- 
sion in  their  favourite  beverage,  but  they 
had  the  good  sense  to  make  no  complaint. 
Some  of  the  guests  made  a  species  of 
apology  for  the  restriction. 

"  Master  no  like  beer ;  plenty  of  beef  and 
potatoes  make  a  man  strong,  not  the  malt. 
Master  tell  this  to  everybody  in  the  village. 
Meat  and  bread  come  from  Bleddyn  for  the 
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poor  all  the  winter ;  but  no  beer.  No, 
master  not  like  beer  :  too  much  drink,  he 
says,  takes  away  the  health,  and  brings 
trouble  on  the  wife  and  the  children.  If 
you  wish  to  please  master,  you  must  not 
drink  too  much  beer." 

Lady  Agnes  had  grown  attached  to 
Clogwyn,  and  so  interested  in  her  charitable 
occupations,  that  now  the  time  had  arrived 
to  use  her  own  will,  to  remain  there  or  re- 
turn to  London,  she  accepted  Gertrude's 
offer  to  keep  up  the  establishment,  and 
make  it  her  home  for  another  twelvemonth. 
The  schools  would  by  that  time  be  com- 
pleted, and  her  plans  brought  into  proper 
training.  On  Gertrude's  account,  too,  she 
was  reluctant  to  leave  Wales.  The  cousins 
had  not  lived  all  that  while  together  with- 
out becoming  attached,  and  the  separation 
would  have  been  equally  felt  by  both. 

Having  decided  upon  remaining,  it  was 
likely  that  the  year  would  be  extended  to 
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many  future  ones,  and  Lady  Agnes  make 
Wales  her  permanent  home. 

Old  Nelly  is  looking  the  picture  of  hap- 
piness ;  she  cannot  take  her  eyes  off  a  warm 
new  dress  and  white  ribbons,  which  had 
been  sent  to  her  by  Gertrude  the  evening 
before  the  wedding.  Could  our  readers  have 
seen  the  comical  expression  of  her  honest 
face,  and  have  heard  her  wild  ejaculations 
of  joy,  and  have  watched  her  antics,  they 
would  have  laughed  heartily.  Twenty 
times,  at  least,  she  reiterated — 

a  Dear  anwyl !  dear  anwyl !  to  think  of  that 
great  young  lady  to  trouble  herself  about  an 
old  woman  like  me,  when  she  got  so  much 
to  think  about  herself !"  As  she  turned  over 
the  gift  which  Anarawd  had  given  her,  she 
soliloquised  in  another  strain — cl  Nobody  in 
the  country  like  Master  Anarawd  !  no,  and 
nobody  can  feel  happier  than  old  Nell, 
that  she  live  to  see  the  day  that  so  much 
good  come  into  the  country.  Nelly  is, 
indeed,  happy — yes." 
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After  a  month's  absence,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Gwynne  returned  to  Bleddyn,  their  future 
home. 

Need  we  describe  how  enthusiastically  they 
were  received  by  their  friends  and  tenantry  ? 
On  reaching  Angharad,  nothing  would  ap- 
pease the  excited  crowd  but  unharnessing 
the  horses,  and  dragging  the  carriage  in 
triumph  up  to  the  venerable  mansion,  which 
they  did  in  the  midst  of  deafening  acclama- 
tions and  rejoicings.  The  happy  pair  repeated 
their  acknowledgments  in  a  manner  that  was 
not  to  be  forgotten  by  the  admiring  crowd, 
who  returned  home  with  their  hearts  full  of 
good  wishes  for  their  welfare,  and  bright 
hopes  for  the  future. 

The  notorious  Lord  Morlif  continues  to 
lead  a  dissipated  life,  with  ruined  fortunes. 
He  frequents  German  watering-places  for  the 
sake  of  their  gambling-houses,  and  carries 
with  him  everywhere  a  restless  discontented 
spirit.  Sometimes  he  is  in  Paris,  sometimes 
in  Naples,  but  seldom  ventures  across  the 
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channel.  His  son  Rupert  formed  an  alli- 
ance with  a  wealthy  cotton-spinner's  daughter, 
whose  fortune  he  recklessly  spent,  indulging 
in  every  vitiated  taste.  As  long  as  the  present 
proprietor  is  at  Bleddyn,  there  is  little  fear 
of  seeing  any  of  their  faces  in  the  country,  at 

which  the  inhabitants  of  Angharad  rejoice. 

*  *  *  *  * 

Weeks  glided  into  months — a  whole  year 
is  gone.  Bleddyn  looks  always  cheerful 
now,  more  so  than  it  had  ever  done  in  the 
memory  of  man.  The  poor  no  longer  felt 
afraid  of  coming  to  the  great  house  to  solicit 
aid  or  sympathy.  They  soon  learned  in 
whom  they  could  trust,  and  were  deeply 
grateful  to  their  benefactors. 

Anarawd  Gwynne  had  long  interested  him- 
self about  Robin,  the  notorious  poacher,  and 
had  just  been  taking  measures  to  place  him 
in  a  position  that  would  earn  him  an  honest 
livelihood,  when  he  cantered  up  the  drive, 
and  rather  hurriedly  entered  the  hall.     After 
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he  had  put  down  his  whip  and  cap,  and  was 
stepping  towards  the  breakfast-room,  the 
old  butler  opening  the  door  suddenly  appeared 
before  him. 

u  Well,  William,  what  makes  you  smile 
in  that  way  ;  is  your  mistress  down  ?  "  he  in- 
quired, as  his  eye  lit  upon  the  old  man's  face. 

"  Smiling — was  I  smiling,  sir  ?  Well,  to 
be  sure  it  was  the  real  pleasure  felt  in  the 
heart  that  brought  it  there.  I  think,  sir,  it 
would  do  any  one  good  to  see  missus  as 
I  saw  her  just  now.  She  is  down."  As  he 
spoke,  he  threw  the  door  open  for  his 
master. 

Anarawd  entered.  Gertrude  was  sitting 
near  the  window,  looking  intently  upon  what 
appeared  to  be  a  small  bundle  of  fine  muslin 
and  embroidery  upon  her  knee.  She  lifted 
up  her  eyes  as  her  husband  approached,  and 
holding  out  her  hand,  drew  him  to  her. 

u  Come  and  look  at  his  little  angel  face," 
said  she  in  a  soft  whisper.     a  Those  deep 
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blue  eyes  are  like  yours.  If  he  only  re- 
sembles his  father  in  character  and  disposi- 
tion, he  will  indeed  be  a  blessing — a  rich 
blessing  sent  to  us  from  God."  She  raised 
the  infant — ''Kiss  its  soft  cheek,  and  be 
proud  of  your  son."  No  young  mother  could 
have  felt  more  exquisitely  happy  than  Ger- 
trude did  at  that  moment. 

With  almost  as  beaming  an  expression 
upon  his  face  as  his  wife's,  Anarawd  readily 
obeyed  her,  and  then  sat  down  by  her  side, 
and  said — 

u  You  do  not  now  regret  the  hour  that 
brought  us  first  together.  Do  you,  Ger- 
trude?" 

"  No,  nor  can  those  feelings  ever  return." 

"We  feel  no  longer  the  blight  of  our 
past  bitter  trials.  Are  we  not  amply  repaid, 
my  own  dearest  little  wife  ?  " 

An  expression  of  melancholy  overshadowed 
Gertrude's  face  ;  it  was  only  momentary — in 
a  low  but  firm  voice   she  repeated  —  "  Yes, 
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amply  repaid,  and  I    can   never   cease  to  be 
grateful." 

Anarawd  kissed  the  lips  as  they  finished  the 
sentence ;  then  glancing  towards  the  child, 
he  said  with  much  feeling,  "  How  I  shall 
strive,  Gertrude,  not  to  embitter  that  little 
fellow's  life  as  my  father  embittered  mine 
from  my  cradle  !  He  shall  not  have  cause 
to  harbour  ill  feeling  towards  the  author  of 
his  being,  as  I  had.  God  bless  his  little 
heart !  " 

Gertrude's  eyes  were  again  raised  to  his 
face — her  loving  trusting  eyes,  that  spoke 
how  fully  she  responded  to  every  feeling  in 
her  husband's  heart.     She  had  no  fears. 

When  the  church  upon  the  hill  was  com- 
pleted and  consecrated,  Captain  Lewis's 
remains  were  brought  from  Naples,  and 
deposited  in  that  solitary  churchyard  where 
the  sea-birds  wail,  and  the  lashing  of  the 
waves  became  his  dirge.  A  handsome  but 
plain  tomb  was  raised  to  his  memory.     It 
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was  a  satisfaction  to  Gertrude  to  feel  that  his 
remains  were  lying  where  she  could  often 
visit  and  see  that  his  grave  was  neither 
neglected  nor  forgotten. 

At  the  town  of  Angharad,  a  change  from 
this  period  took  place.  No  more  filthy  alleys 
inviting  pestilence  and  disease ;  no  more 
broken  panes  stuffed  with  threadbare  stock- 
ings ;  no  more  dirty  doorways  crowded  with 
pigs,  fowls,  and  ragged  urchins,  were  discern- 
ible. The  children  were  at  their  schools, 
the  shattered  casements  were  removed,  and 
windows  of  a  much  larger  dimension  were 
inserted  in  their  place.  The  drainage  had 
been  perfected  from  one  corner  of  the  town 
to  the  other,  and  the  interiors  of  the  cottages 
were  kept  duly  whitewashed,  while  the  ex- 
teriors were  fresh  painted  and  newly  faced, 
giving  the  whole  a  clean  and  wholesome  ap- 
pearance. What  was  once  a  neglected  ham- 
let, became  a  respectable  little  town,  well 
regulated  and  ripe  for  future  improvements, 


•; 
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all  showing  how  everything  thrives  when  men 
of  property  fulfil  their  calling.  There  are  no 
more  bigoted  objections  to  innovations 
among  the  people.  The  sturdy  fellows  at 
the  plough  begin  to  patronise  new  farm- 
implements,  which  at  an  earlier  period  they 
scornfully  rejected.  The  farmers  agree 
among  themselves  that  what  their  young 
landlord  recommended  and  approved  must 
be  beneficial.  The  short  time  he  had  been 
master  of  the  Plas,  could  they  not  observe 
with  their  own  eyes  the  good  he  had  done 
already  in  the  country  ?  They  could  not 
account  for  it,  but  somehow  their  young 
master  had  a  way  of  opening  their  eyes 
quite  quiet-like,  that  made  it  not  possible 
for  them  to  shut  them  against  him.  They 
could  only  be  too  glad  to  do  what  he  advised 
them.  No  one  could  say  that  he  was  not 
a  fine  specimen  of  a  gentleman,  and  the 
tenants  must  be  proud  of  such  a  landlord  ! 
With  one  more  glance  upon  the  smiling 
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faces  of  the  inhabitants  of  Angharad,  that 
little  town  may  be  bidden  farewell  in  the 
Scripture  phrase — 

"  When  the  righteous  are  in  authority, 
the  people  rejoice.' ' 


THE    END. 
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